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THE KICKLEBURYS ABROAD. 



The cabman, when he brought us to ihe wharf, 
and made his usual charge of six times his legal fare, 
before the settlement of which he pretended to refuse 
the privilege of an eaeat regno to our luggage, glared 
like a disappointed fiend, when Lankin, callhig up the 
faithful Hutchison, his clerk, who was in attendance, 
said to him, ^^ Hutchison, you will pay this man. My 
name is Sergeant Lankin, my chambers are in Pump 
Court. My clerk will settle with you. Sir." The 
cabman trembled; we stepped on board; our lightsome 
l°€[g*S^ was speedily whisked away by the crew; our 
berths had been secured by the previous agency of 
Hutehkion; and a couple of tickets, on which were 
written, "Mr. Sergeant Lankin," "Mr. Titmarsh," 
(Laakin's, by the way, incomparably the best, and 
comfortabtest sleeping place), were pinned on to two 
of the curtains of the beds in a side cabin when we 
descended. 

Who was on board? There were Jews with Sun- 
day papois, and fruit; there were couriers, and servants 
strug^iing about; therewere thosebearded foreign visitors 
of lingland> who always seem to decline to Aka\^ ot 
tmsh themselves on the day of a voyage, wti^L, on \Saft 
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eve of qQitting our country, appear inclined to carry 
away as much as possible of its soil on their hands 
and linen: there were parties already cozily establish- 
ed on deck under the awning; and steady going tra- 
vellers, for'ard, smoking, already, the pleasant morning 
cigar, and watching the phenomena of departure. 

The bell rings: they leave off bawling, "Any body 
else for the shore?" The last grape, and Bell's-Life- 
merchant has scuffled over the plank: the Johns of 
the departing nobility and gentry line the brink of the 
quay, and touch their hats: Hutchison touches his 
hat to jne — to mc, heaven bless him! I turn round 
inexpressibly affected and delighted, and whom do I 
see but Captain Hicks! 

"Hallo! you here," says Hicks, in a tone which 
seems to mean, "Confound you, you are everywhere." 

Hicks is one of those young men who seem to be 
everywhere a great deal too often. 

How are they always getting leave Ifrom their re- 
giments? If they are not wanted in this country, (as 
wanted they cannot be, for you see them sprawling 
over the railing in Eotten Bow all day, and shaking 
their heels at every ball in town) — if they are not 
wanted in this country I say, why the deuce are they 
not sent off to India, or to Demerara, or to Sierra 
Leone, by Jove; — the farther the better; and I should 
wish a good unwholesome climate to try 'em, and make 
'em hardy. Here is this Hicks, then — Captain 
Lancelot Hicks, if you please, whose life is nothing but 
breakfast, smoking, riding-school, billiards, mess, polk- 
ing, billiards and smoking again, and da capo^ pulling 
down his mustaches, and going to take a tour after the 
immense labours of the geason, 
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"How do you do, Captain Hicks?" I say. "Where 
ire you going?" 

"0, I am going to the Whine," says Hicks, 
"every body goes to the Whine." The Whine^ indeed! 
I dare say he can no more spell properly, than he 
can speak. 

"Who is on board — anybody?" I ask, with the 
air of a man of fashion. "To whom does that im- 
mense pile of luggage belong — under charge of the 
lady's maid, the courier, and the British footman?" A 
large white K. is painted on all the boxes. 

"How the deuce should / know?" says Hicks, 
looking, as I fancy, both red and angry, and strutting 
off with his great cavalry lurch and swagger; whilst 
my friend the sergeant looks at him lost in admiration, 
and surveys his shining little boots, his chains and 
breloques, his whiskers and ambrosial mustaches, his 
gloves, and other dandifications with a pleased wonder 
— as the ladies of the Sultan's harem surveyed that 
great lady from Park Lane who paid them a visit; or 
the simple subjects of Montezuma looked at one of 
Cortez's heavy dragoons. 

"That must be a marquis at least," whispers Lan- 
kin, who consults me on points of society, and is 
pleased to have a great opinion of my experience. 

I burst out in a scornful laugh; ^^That!" I say, — 
"He is a captain of dragoons, and his father is an at- 
torney in Bedford Row. The whiskers of a roturier, 
my good Lankin, grow as long as the beard of a Plan- 
tagenet. It don't require much noble blood to learn 
the polka. If you were younger, Lankin, we might 
go for a shilling a-night, and dance every evening at 
M, Laurent's Casino ^ and skip about m «^ \\\.\\ft ^vccl^ 
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as well as that fellow. Only we despise the kind 
of thing, you know — only we 're too grave, aosd too 
steady.'* 

^^And too fat," whispers Lankin, with a laugh. 

"Speak for yourself, you maypole," says I. "If 
you can't dance yourself, people can dance round you 
— put a wreath of flowers upon your old poll, stick 
you up in a village green, and so make use of you.** 

"I should gladly be turned into anything so 
pleasant," Lankin answers; "and so, at least, get a 
chance of seeing a pretty girl npw and then. They 
don't show in Pump Court, or at the University Club 
where I dine. You are a lucky fellow, Titmarsh, and 
go about in the world — as for me, /never — " 

"And the judge's wives, you rogue?" I say. 
"Well, no man is satisfied; and the only reason I have 
to be angry with the captain yonder is, that, the other 
night, at Mrs. Perkins's, being in conversation with a 
diarming young creature, who knows all my favourite 
passages in Tennyson, and takes a most delightful 
little line of opposition in the Church controversy, just 
as we were |in the very closest, dearest, pleasantest 
part of the talk, comes up young Hotspur yonder, and 
whisks her away in a polka. What have you and I 
to do with polkas, Lankin? He took her down to 
supper — what have you and I to do with suppers?'* 

"Our duty is to leave them alone," said the philo- 
sophical Serjeant; "and now about break^t — shall 
we have some?" And as we spoke, a savoury little 
procession of stewards and stewards' boys, witfi drab 
tin dish-covers, passed from the caboose, and descended 
^Ae stairs to the cabin. The vessel had passed Green- 
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Uf ^ by this timei and had worked its way out of the 
DUttt-forest which guards the approaches of our city. 

The owners of those innumerable boxes, bagd, otl- 
flkiiu, guitar-cases, whereon the letter K was engraven, 
appeared to be three ladies, with a slim gentleman of 
tiro or three and thirty, who was probably the hus- 
band of one of them. He had numberless shawls under 
his arm and guardianship. He had a strap full of 
Murray'iB Handbooks and Continental Guides in his 
keying; and a little collection of parasols and um- 
hreUas, bound together, and to be carried in state be- 
fore the chief of the party, like the lictors' fasces be- 
fore the consul. 

The diief of the party was evidently the stout lady. 
One parasol being left free, she waved it about, and 
commanded the luggage and the menials to and fro. 
^'Horace, we will sit there," she exclaimed, pointing 
to a comfortable place on the deck. Horace went and 
placed the shawls and the Guidebooks. ^'Hirsch, avy 
▼on conty les bagages? tront sett morso ong too?" 
The G^erman courier said ^^Oui, Miladi," and bowed 
a rather sulky assent. '^Bowman, you will see that 
Finch is comfortable, and send her to me." The gi- 
gantic Bowman, a gentleman in an undress uniform, 
with very large and splendid armorial buttons, and 
with traces of the powder of the season still lingering 
in his hair, bows, and speeds upon my lady's errand. 
I recognise Hirsch, a well-known face upon the 
European high-road, where he has travelled with many 
acquaintances. With whom is he making the tour 
now? — Mr. Hirsch is acting as courier to Mr. and 
Mrs. Horace MUliken, They have not \>^^\i mmv^^ 
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many months, and tHey are travelKng, Ifirsdb'says, 
with a contraction of his bushy eyebrows, with Miladi, 
Mrs. Milliken's mamma. And who is her ladyship? 
Hirsch's brow contracts into deeper furrows. "It is 
Miladi Gigglebury," he says, "Mr. Didmarsh. Ber- 
habs you know her." He scowls round at her, as 
she calls out loudly, "Hirsch, Hirsch," and obeys that 
summons. 

It is the great Lady Kicklebury of Pocklington 
Square, about whom I remember Mrs. Perkins made 
so much ado at her last ball; and whom old Perkins 
conducted to supper. When Sir Thomas Kicklebury died, 
(he was one of the first tenants of the square), who does not 
remember the scutcheon with the coronet with two 
balls, that fiamed over No. 36? Her son was at Eton 
then, and has subsequently taken an honorary degree at 
Oxford, and been an ornament of Piatt's and the Os- 
westry Club. He fled into St. James's from the great 
house in Pocklington Square, and from St. James's to 
Italy and the Mediterranean, where he has been for 
some time in a wholesome exile. Her eldest daughter's 
marriage with Lord Roughhead was talked about last 
year; but Lord Roughhead, it is known, married Miss 
Brent; and Horace Milliken, very much to his surprise, 
found himself the affianced husband of Miss Lavlnia 
Kicklebury, after an agitating evening at Lady Polki- 
more's, when Miss Lavinia feeling herself faint went 
out on to the leads, (the terrace. Lady Polkimore will 
call it), on the arm of Mr. Milliken. They were married 
in January — it 's not a bad match for Miss K. — Lady 
Kicklebury goes and stops for six months of the year 
at Pigeoncot with her daughter and son- in- law \ and 
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V. 

WW that they are oome abroad, she comes too. She 
vast be with Lavinia, under the present circumstances. 
When I am arm-in-arm, I tell this story glibly 
off to Lankin, who is astonished at my knowledge of 
the world, and says, "Why, Titmarsh, you know 
ereiything.*' 

"I <fo know a few things, Lankin, my boy," is my 
answer. "A man don't live in society, and pretty good 
society, let me tell you, for nothing." 

The fact is, that all the above details are known 
to almost any man in our neighbourhood. Lady Kickle- 
bory does not meet with us much, and has greater 
folks than we can pretend to be at her parties. But 
we know about them. She'll condescend to come to 
Perkins's, with whose firm she banks; and she may 
overdraw her account ^ but of that, of course, I know 
nothing. 

When Lankin and I go down stairs to breakfast, 
we find, if not the best, at least the most conspicuous 
places in occupation of Lady Eicklebury's party, and 
the hulking London footman making a darkness in the 
cabin, as he stoops through it bearing cups and plates 
to his employers. 

[Why do they always put mud into coffee on board 
steamers? Why does the tea generally taste of boiled 
boots? Why is the milk scarce and thin? And why 
do they have those bleeding legs of boiled mutton for 
dinner? I ask why^ In the steamers of- other nations 
yon are well fed. Is it impossible that Britannia, who 
confessedly rules the waves, should attend to the 
Tictoals a little, and that meat should be well-eook!^^ 
under a Union Jack? I juat put in this que^lioii^ ^iJK^a 
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most interesting question in a momentous parenihesiS) 
and resume the tale.] 

When Lankin and I descend to the cabin, then, tbe 
tables are full of gobbling people; and, though tiiera 
do seem to be a couple of places near Lady Kicklebury, 
immediately she sees our eyes directed to the inviting 
gap, she slides out, and with her ample robe, coTeii 
even more than that large space to which by art aod 
nature she is entitled, and caUing out ''Horace, Ho- 
race," and nodding, and winking, and pointing, she 
causes her son-in-law to extend the wing on his side. 
We are cut of that chance of a breakfast. We shall 
have the tea at its third water, and those two damp 
black mutton chops which nobody else will take, win 
fall to our cold share. 

At this minute, a voice clear and sweet, from a tall 
lady in a black veil, says, "Mr. Titmarsh," and I start 
and murmur an ejaculation of respectful surprise, as I 
recognise no less a person than the Right Honoura- 
ble the Countess of Knightsbridge, taking her tea, 
breaking up little bits of toast with her slim fingers, 
and sitting between a Belgian horse - dealer and a German 
violoncello player, who has a conge after the opera — 
like any other mortal. 

I whisper her ladyship's name to Lankin. The 
Serjeant looks towards her with curiosity and awe. 
Even he, in his Pump Court solitudes, has heard of 
that star of fashion — that admired amongst men and 
even women — that Diana severe yet simple, the 
accomplished Aurelia of Knightsbridge. Her husband 
has but a small share of her qualities. How should 
heF The turf and the fox-chaae aTft\i\a ^^Vl^\» — the 
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imoking room at the Traveller's — nay, shall we say 

H? — the illuminated arcades of Yauxhall, and the 

gambols of the dishevelled Terpsichore. Enightsbridge 

has his faults — ah I even the peerage of England is 

not exempt from them. With Diana for his wife, he 

ilies the haUs. where she sits severe and serene, and is 

to be fonnd (shrouded in smoke, 't is true), in those 

CKveB where the contrite Chimney-sweep sings his 

terible death- channt, or the Bacchanalian judge ad- 

mimsters a saiyric law. Lord Knightsbridge has his 

faults then, but he has the gout at Bougetnoirbourg, 

near the Rhine, and thither his wife is hastening to 

minister to him. 

^*I have done,'' says Lady Knightsbridge, with a 
gentle bow, as she rises; ^'you may have this place 
Mr. Titmarsh; and I am sorry my breakfast is over, 
I should have prolonged it had I thought that you 
were coming to sit by me. Thank you — my glove;" 
(sacfa an absurd little glove, by the way;) ^^we shall 
meet on the deck when you have done." 

And she moves away with an august curtsey. I 
can't tell how it is, or what it is, in that lady; but 
she says "How do you do?" as nobody else knows 
how to say it. In all her actions, motions, thoughts, 
I would wager there is the same calm grace, and har- 
mony. She is not very handsome, being very thin, 
tnd rather sad -looking. She is not very witty, being 
only up to the conversation, whatever it may be; and 
. yet, if she were in black serge, I think one could not 
help seeing that she was a Princess, and Serene 
Highness; and if she were a hundred years old, she 
could not be but beautiful. I saw her peitoTumi^ V^t 
kiwotioBB in Antwerp Cathedral, and lorgot to \qoV ^X. 
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anything else there; — so calm and pure, such a 
sainted figure her's seemed. 

When this great lady did the present writer the 
honour to shake his hand (I had the honour to teach 
vmting, and the rudiments of Latin to the young and 
intelligent Lord Viscount Pimlico), there seemed to be 
a conunotion in the Kicklebury party — heads were 
nodded together, and turned towards Lady Knights- 
bridge; in whose honour, when Lady KicHebury had 
sufficiently reconnoitred her with her eye-glass, the 
baronet's lady rose and swept a reverential curtsey, 
backing until she fell up against the cushions at the 
stern of the boat. Lady Knightsbridge did not see 
this salute, for she did not acknowledge it, but walked 
away slimly (she seems to glide in and out of a room), 
and disappeared up the stair to the deck. 

Lankin and I took our places, the horse-dealer 
making room for us; and I could not help looking, 
with a little air of triumph, over to the Kicklebury 
faction, as much as to say, "You fine folks, with 
your large footman, and supercilious airs, see what W4 
can do." 

As I looked — smiling, and nodding, and laughing 
at me, in a knowing, pretty way, and then leaning to 
mamma as if in explanation, what face should I see, 
but that of the young lady at Mrs. Perkins's, with 
whom I had had that pleasant conversation which had 
been interrupted by the demand of Captain Hicks, for 
a dance? So, then, that was Miss Kicklebury, about 
whom Miss Perkins, my young friend, has so often 
spoken to me (the young ladies were in conversation 
when I had the happiness oi ^omm^ \k«ai\ ^tAM^sa 
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P. went away preseady, to look to her guests) — that 
is Miss Fanny Ejcklebury. 

A sudden pang shot athwart my bosom. Lankin 
might have perceived it, but the honest serjeant was so 
awe -stricken by his late interview with the Countess 
of Knightsbridge, that his mind was unfit to grapple 
with other subjects — a pang of feeling (which I con- 
cealed under the grin, and graceful bow wherewith 
Miss Fanny's salutations were acknowledged) tore my 
heart-strings — as I thought of — I need not say — 
of Hicks. 

He had danced with her, he had supped with her — 
he was here, on board the boat. Where was that dra- 
goon? I looked round for him. In quite a far comer, 
— but so that he could command the Kicklebury party, 
I thought — he was eating his breakfast, the great 
healthy oaf, and consuming one broiled egg after another. 

In the course of the afternoon, all parties, as it may 
be supposed, emerged upon deck again, and Miss Fanny 
and her mamma, began walking the quarter-deck with 
a quick pace, like a couple of Post Captains. When 
Miss Fanny saw me, she stopped and smiled, and re« 
cognised the gentleman who had amused her so at Mrs. 
Perkins's. What a dear sweet creature Eliza Perkins 
was! They had been at school together. She was 
going to write to Eliza everything that happened in 
the voyage. 

^^ Everything P^ I said, in my particularly sarcastic 
manner. 

"Well, everything that was worth telling. There 
was a great number of things that were \erj &tvx^\d^ 
Mad of people that were very stupid. Everjlioxi^ ^^^ 
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you say, Mr. Titmarsh, I am sure I may put down. 
You have seen Mr. Titmarsh's funny books, mamma? '^ 

Mamma said, she had heard, she had no doubt they 
were very amusing. "Was not that — ahem — Lady 
Knightsbridge, to whom I saw you speaking. Sir?" 

"Yes; she is going to nurse Lord Bjiightsbridge, 
who has the gout a Bougetnoirbourg." 

"Indeed I how very fortunate! what an extra- 
ordinary coincideneel We are going too," said Lady 
Kicklebury. 

I remarked, "that everybody was going toBonget- 
noirbourg this year; and I heard of two gentlemen — 
Count Carambole, and Colonel Cannon — who had 
been obliged to sleep there on a billiard table, for want 
of a bed." 

"My son Kicklebury — are you acquainted with 
Sir Thomas Kicklebury?" her ladyship said, with great 
stateliness — "is atNoirbourg, and will take lodgings 
for us. The springs are particularly recommended for 
my daughter, Mrs. Milliken; and, at great personal 
sacrifice, I am going thither myself; but what will not 
a mother do, Mr. Titmarsh? Did I understand you to 
say that you Jlip-ve the — the entree at Knightsbridge 
House? The parties are not what they used to be, 
I am told. Not that / have any knowledge. / am but 
a poor country baronet's widow, Mr. Titmarsh; though 
the Kickleburys date from Henry HI., and my family is 
not of the most modern in the country. You have 
heard of General Guff, my father, perhaps? Aide -de- 
camp to the Duke of York, and wounded by his Royal 
Highness's side, at the bombardment of Valenciennes. 
^^ move m our otrni spJiere," 

^'Mra, Perkins is^ a very kind csc^«JOT«^^ \w.^ «A 
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it WES a Tory pleasant ball; did yoa not think so, Miss 
Kicklebury?" 

^^I thought it odious," said Miss Fannj. ''I mean, 
it wtMS pleasant until that — that stupid man — what 
Bras his name? came and took me away to dance with 
bim." 

^^What, don't you care for a red coat and mus- 
taches?/' I asked. 

^^I adore genius, Mr. Titmarsh," said the young 
lady, with a most killing look of her beautiful blue 
dyes, "and I have every one of your works by heart — 
ill, except the last, which I can't endure. I think it 's 
vricked, positively wicked — my darling Scott! — How 
san you. And are you going to make a Christmas- 
[K>ok this year?" 

"Shall I teU you about it?" 

"O, do tell us about it," said the lively, charming 
sreatnre, clapping her hands: and we began to talk; 
tMing near Lavinia, (Mrs. Milliken) and her husband, 
Riio was ceaselessly occupied in fetching and carrying 
books, biscuits, pillows and cloaks, scent bottles, the 
[tafian greyhound, and the thousand and one necessi- 
te of the pale and interesting bride. O, how she did 
idget! how she did grumble! how she altered and twisted 
litf position! and how she did make poor Milliken trot! 

After Ikfiiss Fanny and I had talked, and I had told 
lier my plan, which she pronounced to be delightful, 
she ootttiBued. "I never was so provoked in my life, 
Kr. Titmarsh, as when Ihat odious man came and inter- 
rupted thai dear delightful conversation." 

"On jTonr word? The odious man is on board the 
boat, I aee him smsMng just by the funnel^ ^oiA^t^ 
bat; smd iaaking at ua,'^ 
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^'He is very stupid/' said Fanny; ^'and all that 1 
adore, is intellect, dear Mr. Titmarsh." 

"But why is he onboard?" said I, wiih afinscurire, 

"Why is he on board? Why is everybody on 
board? How do we meet? (and oh, how glad I am to 
meet you again!) You don't suppose that / know 
how. the horrid man came here?" 

"Eh! he may be fascinated by a pair of blue eyes. 
Miss Fanny! Others have been so," I said. 

"Don't be cruel to a poor girl, you wicked, satirical 
creature," -she said; "I think Captain Hicks odious — 
there! and I was quite angry when I saw him on tiie 
boat. Mamma does not know him, and she was so 
angry with me for dancing with him that night — 
though there was nobody of any particular mark at 
poor dear Mrs. Perkins's — that is, except yow, Mr. 
Titmarsh." 

"And I am not a dancing man," I said, with a sigh. 

"I hate dancing men; they can do nothing but 
dance." 

"O yes they can. Some of them can smoke, and 
some can ride, and some can even spell very well." 

"You wicked, satirical person. I 'm quite afraid 
of you!" 

"And some of them call the Bhine the * Whine,*" 
1 said, giving an admirable imitation of poor HLicks's 
drawling manner. 

Fanny looked hard at me with a peculiar expression 
on her face. At last she laughed. "O, you wicked, 
wicked man," she said, "what a capital mimic you are, 
and so full of cleverness! Do bring up Captain Hicks, 
isn't that his name? and trot him out for us. Bring 
lu'm upf and introduce him U> mammsi.^ ^o uo*^, ^^^". 
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Mamma, in the meantime, had waited her time, and 
was JTist going to step down the cabin stairs as Lady 
Knightsbridge ascended from them. To draw back, 
to make a most profound curtsey, to exclaim, "Lady 
Knightsbridge! I have had the honour of seeing your 
ladyship at — hum — hum — hum (this word I could 
not catch) House." All these feats were performed by 
Lady Kictlebury, in one instant, and acknowledged, 
with the usual calmness by the younger lady. 

''And, may I hope," continues Lady Kicklebury, 
''that that most beautiful of all children — a mother 
may say so — that Lord Pimlico has recovered his 
[looping -cough? we were so anxious about him. Our 
nedical attendant is Mr. Topham, and he used to come 
rora Knightsbridge House to Pocklington Square, often 
md often. I am interested about the hooping-cough. 
Vly own dear boy had it most severely; that dear girl, 
ny eldest daughter, whom you see stretched on the 
)ench — she is in a very delicate state, and only lately 
narried — not such a match as I could have wished: 
)ut Mr. Milliken is of a good family, distantly related 
o your ladyship's. A Milliken, in George the Third's 
•eign, married a Boltimore, and the Boltimores, I think, 
ire your first cousins — they married this year, and 
Lavinia is so fond of me, that she can't part with me, 
md I have come abroad just to please her. We are 
;oing to Noirbourg. I think I heard from my son, 
:hat Lord Knightsbridge was at Noirbourg." 

"1 believe I have had the pleasure of seeing Sir 
rhomas Kicklebury at Knightsbridge House," Lady 
[knightsbridge said, with something of sadness. 

"Indeed! and Kicklebury had never to\4\v«t\ 'SlS 
taghed mi her when ate talked about cre«Lt la^o^^. 

TkacAeray. Vm, ^ 

1* 



18 THE KICKLEBUBTS ABBOAD. 

He told her all sorts of ridiculous stories when upon 
this theme;*' hut, at any rate, the acquaintance was 
made — Lady Kicklebury would not leave Lady Knights- 
bridge; and, even in the throes of sea-sickness, and 
the secret recesses of the cabin, would talk to her about 
the world, Lord Fimlico, and her father, Greneral Gufi^ 
late aide-de-camp to the Duke of York. 

That those throes of sickness ensued, I need not 
say. A short time after passing Bamsgate, Serjeant 
Lankin, who had been exceedingly gay and satirical (in 
his calm way; he quotes Horace — my favourite bits, as 
an author, to myself, and has a quiet snigger; and, so 
to speak, amontillado flavour, exceedingly pleasant). 
Lankin, with a rueful and livid countenance, descended 
into his berth, in the which that six foot of seijeant 
packed himself, I don't know how. 

When Lady Knightsbridge went down, down went 
Kicklebury. Milliken and his wife stayed, and were 
ill together on deck. A palm of glory ought to be 
awarded to that man, for his angelic patience, energy, 
and suffering. It was he who went for Mrs. MiUiken's 
maid, who wouldn't come to her mistress. It was he, 
the shyest of men, wo stormed the ladies' cabin — that 
maritime harem, in order to get her mother's bottle 
of salts. It was he who went for the brandy and water; 
and begged, and prayed, and besought his adored Lavi- 
nia, to taste a leetle drop. Lavinia's reply was, " Don't 
— go away — don't tease, Horace," and so forth. 
And, when not wanted, the gentle creature subsided 
on the bench, by his wife's feet, and was sick in si- 
lence. 

[Mem. — In married liie, it B^ema \» x£kfc^ ^^\.^ 
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u almost always Milliken and wife, or just the eon« 
troiy. The angels minister to the tyrants; or" the 
gentle, hen-pecked hushand cowers before the superior 
ParUet. If ever I many, I know the sort of woman 
/ will choose; and I won't try her temper by over- 
indnlgence, and destroy her fine qualities by a ruinous 
subserviency to her wishes.] 

Little Miss Fanny stayed on deck , as well as" her 
sister, and looked at the stars of heaven, as they began 
to shine there, and at the Foreland lights as we passed 
them. I would have talked with her; I would have 
suggested images of poesy, and thoughts of beauty; 
I would have whispered the word of sentiment — the 
delicate allusion — the breathing of the soul that longs 
to find a congenial heart -^- the sorrows and aspira- 
tions of the wounded spirit, stricken and sad, yet not 
quite despairing ; still knowing that the hope-plant lurk- 
ed in its crushed ruins — still able to gaze on the 
stars and the ocean, and love their blazing sheen, their 
honndless azure. I would, I say, have taken the op- 
portunity of that stilly night to lay bare to her the 
treasures of a heart that, I am happy to say, is young 
still: but circumstances forbade the frank outpouring 
of my poet soul; in a word, I was obliged to go and 
lie down on the flat of my back, and endeavour to con- 
trol other emotions which struggled in my breast. 

Once, in the night watches, I arose, and came on 
deck; the vessel was not, methought, pitching much; 
and yet — and yef Neptune was inexorable. The 
placid stars looked down, but they gave me no peace. 
Lavinia Milliken seemed asleep, and her Horace, in a 
death-like torpor, was huddled at her feet. Miss Fanny 
bad quitted the larboard side ol the davp^ «cv^>aa&L%^^N^^ 
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to starboard; and I thought that there was a gentle- 
man beside her, but I could not see very dearlj, and 
returned to the horrid crib, where Lankin was asleep, 
and the German fiddler underneath him was snoring 
like his own violoncello. 

In the morning we were all as brisk as bees. We 
were in the smooth waters of the lazy Sohelt. The 
stewards began preparing breakfast with that matuti- 
nal eagerness which they always show. The sleepers 
in the cabin were roused from their horse-hair coudies, 
by the stewards' boys nudging, and pushing, and flap- 
ping table-cloths over them. I shaved and made a 
neat toilette, and came upon deck just as we lay off 
that little Dutch fort, which is, I dare say, described 
in Murray's Guide-book, and about which I had some 
rare banter with poor Hicks and Lady Kicklebury, 
whose sense of humour is certainly, not very keen. 
He had, somehow, joined her ladyship's party, and 
they were looking at the fort, and its tricoloured flag 
— that floats familiar in Vandevelde's pictures — and 
at the lazy shipping, and the tall roofs, and dumpy 
church towers, and flat pastures, lying before us in a 
Cuyp-like haze. 

I am sorry to say, I told them the most awful fibs 
about that fort. How it had been defended by the 
Dutch patriot Van Swammerdam, against the united 
forces of the Duke of Alva, and Marshal Turenne, 
whose leg was shot ofl* as he was leading the last un- 
successful assault, and who turned round to his aide- 
de-camp, and said, '^ Allez dire au Premier Consul, que 
je meurs avec regret de ne pas avoir assez fait pour la 
France?" which gave Lady Kicklebury an opportunity 
to jplacer ber story of the Duke oIXotVl, wA XXi'^ Xioisv.- 
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Mment of Valenciennes ; and caused young Hicks to 
^k at me in a puzzled and appealing manner, and 
hint that 1 was "chaffing !" 

"Chaffing, indeed!*' says I, with a particularly arch 
eje-twinkle at Miss Fanny, "I wouldn't make fun of 
you Captain Hicks! If you doubt my historical accu- 
racy, look at the 'Biographie Universelle ,' I say — 
look at the ^Biographic Universelle.'" 

He said, "O — ah — the 'Biogwaphie Universelle' 
may be all vewy well, and that; but I never can make 
out whether you are joking or not, somehow; and I 
always fancy you are going to cawickachaw me. Ha 
ha." And he laughed, the good-natured dragoon 
laughed, and fancied he had made a joke. 

I entreated him not to be so severe upon me; and 
again he said. "Haw haw," and told me "I mustn't 
expect to have it all my own way^ and, if I gave a hit, 
I must expect a Punch in return. Haw haw." O you 
honest young Hicks! 

Everybody, indeed, was in high spirits. The fog 
cleared off, the sun shone, the ladies chatted and laughed, 
even Mrs. Milliken was in good humour ("My wife is 
all intellect," Milliken says, looking at her with admi- 
ration), and talked with us freely and gaily. She was 
kind enough to say, that it was a great pleasure to 
meet with a literary, and well-informed person — that 
one often lived with people that did not comprehend 
one. She asked if my companion, that tall gentleman 
— Mr. Serjeant Lankin, was he? — was literary. 
And when I said that Lankin knew more Greek,* and 
more Latin, and more law, and more history, and more 
everything, than all the passengers put together, she 
voucfasa/ef? to look at him with interest, ani eiA«t va\5i 
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a conversation with my modest friend, the Serjeant. 
Then it was that her adoring hushand said , '^ his La- 
vinia was all intellect;" and Lady Kicklebury saying 
that "^Ac was not a literary woman; that, in her day» 
few acquirements were requisite for the British female, 
but that she knew the spirit of the age^ and her duUf^ a« 
a mother^ and that Lavinia and Fanny had had the best 
masters, and the best education which money, and 
constant maternal solicitude, could impart. If out ma- 
trons are virtuous, as they are, and it is Britain's boast, 
permit me to say, that they certainly know it. 

The conversation growing powerfully intellectual 
imder Mrs. Milliken, poor Hicks naturally became un- 
easy, and put an end to literature by admiring the 
ladies' head-dresses — "Cabheads, hoods, what do you 
call 'em?" he asked of Miss Kicklebury. Indeed, she 
and her sister wore a couple of those blue silk over- 
bonnets, which have lately become the fashion, and 
which I never should have mentioned, but for the 
young lady's reply. 

"Those hoods!" she said, "ti;e call those hoods 
Uglies! Captain Hicks." 

O, how pretty she looked, as she said it! The 
blue eyes looked up under the blue hood, so archly 
and gayly; ever sq many dimples began playing about 
her face; her little voice rang so fresh and sweet, that 
a heart, which has never loved a tree or flower, but 
the vegetable in question, was sure to perish — a heart 
worn down and sickened by repeated disappointment, 
mockery, faithlessness — a heart whereof despair is 
an accustomed tenant, and in whose desolate and lonely 
depths dwells an abiding gloom, began to throb once 
more — began to beckon Blo]^^ ixoTo. ^^ VwAo^ — 
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began to admit sunshine — began to — O Folly, 
toUyl O, Fanny! O, Miss K., how lovely you looked 
9B you said, "we call those hoods UgUes." Ugly, 
indeed! 

This is a chronicle of feelings and characters, not 
of eyents and places so much. All this time our vessel 
was making rapid way up the river, and we saw before 
us the slim towers of the noble cathedral of Antwerp 
soaring in the rosy sunshine. Lankin and I had agreed 
to go to the Grand Laboureur, on the Place de Meir. 
They give you a particular kind of jam tarts there, 
called Nun's tarts; I think, that I remember, these 
twenty years, as the very best tarts — as good as the 
tarts which we ate when we were boys. The Labou- 
reur is a dear old quiet comfortable hotel; and there is 
no man in^ England who likes a good dinner better 
than Lankin. 

"What hotel do you go to?" I asked of Lady 
Kicklebury. 

"We go to the Saint Antoine, of course. Every- 
body goes to the Saint Antoine," her ladyship said. 
"We propose to rest here; to do the Bubens's; and to 
proceed to Cologne to-morrow. Horace, call Finch 
and Bowman; and your courier, if he will have the 
condescension to wait upon ?ne, will perhaps look to 
the baggage." 

*'I think, Lankin," said I, "as everybody seems 
going to the Saint Antoine, we may as well go, and 
not spoil the party." 

**I think I *11 go too," says Hicks; as if A^ belonged 
to the party. 

And O it was a great sight when we land^di^ wA 
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at every place at which we paused afterwards, to see 
Hirsch over the Kicklebury baggage, and hear his po^f- 
glot maledictions at the porters! If a man someiimeB 
feels sad and lonely at his bachelor condition, if 9C^ 
feelings of envy pervade his heart., at seeing beauty on 
another's arm, and kind eyes directed towards a hap- 
pier mug than his own — at least there are some con- 
solations in travelling, when a fellow has but one little 
portmanteau or bag which he can easily shoulder, anA 
thinks of the innumerable bags and trunks which tke 
married man and the father drags after him. The mar- 
ried Briton on a tour is but a luggage overseer; his 
luggage is his morning thought, and his nightly terror. 
When he floats along the Rhine he has one eye on a 
ruin, and the other on his luggage. When he is m the 
railroad he is always thinking, or ordered by hia wife 
to think, "Is the luggage safe?" It clings round him. 
It never leaves him, (except when it does leave him, as 
a trunk or two will, and make him doubly miserable). 
His carpet bags lie on his chest at night, and his wife's 
forgotten bandbox haunts his turbid dreams. 

I think it was after she found that Lady Kicklebury 
proposed to go to the Grand Saint Antoine, that Lady 
Knightsbridge put herself with her maid into a carriage, 
and went to the other inn. We saw her at the cathe- 
dral, where she kept aloof from our party. Milliken 
went up the tower, and so did Miss Fanny. I am too 
old a traveller to mount up those immeasurable stairs, 
for the purpose of making myself dizzy by gazing upon 
a vast map of low countries stretched beneath me, and 
waited with Mrs. Milliken and her mother below. 

When the tower - climbers descended we asked Miss 
Fanny and her brother what they \\ad ^^en. 
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"We saw Captain Hicks up there," remai*ked MU- 
liken. "And I am very glad you didn't come, Lavinia, 
my love. The excitement would have been too much 
for you, quite too much." 

All this while Lady Kicklebury was looking at 
Fanny, and Fanny was holding her eyes down; and I 
knew that between her and this poor Hicks there could 
be nothing serious , for she had laughed at him and 
mimicked him to me half-a-dozen times in the course 
of the day. 

We "do the Rubens's," as Lady Kicklebury says; 
we trudge from cathedral to picture - gallery, from church 
to church. We see the calm old city, with its towers 
and gables, the bourse, and the vast town -hall; and I 
have the honour to give Lady Kicklebury my arm du- 
ring these peregrinations, and to hear a hundred parti- 
culars regarding her ladyship's life and family. How 
Milliken has been recently building at Pigeoncot; how 
he will have two thousand a year more when his uncle 
dies; how she had peremptorily to put a stop to the 
assiduities of that unprincipled young man. Lord Rough- 
head, whom Lavinia always detested, and who married 
Miss Brent out of sheer pique. It was a great escape 
for her darling Lavinia. Roughhead is a most wild 
and dissipated young man, one of Kicklebury's Christ- 
church friends, of whom her son has too many; alas! 
and she enters into many particulars respecting the 
conduct of Kicklebury — the unhappy boy's smoking, 
his love of billiards, his fondness for the turf; she fears 
be has already injured his income, she fears he is even 
low playing at Noirbourg; she is going thither to wean 
lim, if possible, from his companions and his gayeties 
- what may not a mother effect? SYi^ oxilVj ^w^^"^ ^^ 
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him the day before they left London to announce that 
^he was marching on him with her family. He \& in 
many respects like his poor father — the same open- 
ness and frankness, the same easy disposition, alas! the 
same love of pleasure. But she had reformed the father, 
and will do her utmost to call back her dear misguided 
boy. She had an advantageous match for him in view 
— a lady not beautiful in person, it is true, but pos- 
sessed of every good principle, and a very, very hand- 
some fortune. It was under pretence of flying from 
this lady that Kicklebury left town. But she knew 
better. 

I say young men will be jyoung men, and sow their 
wild oats ; and think to myself that the invasion of his 
mamma will be perhaps more surprising than pleasant 
to young Sir Thomas Kicklebury, and that she possibly 
talks about herself and her family, and her virtues, and 
her daughters a little too much; but she will make a 
confidant of me, and all the time we are doing the 
Rubens 's she is talking of the pictures at Kicklebury, 
of her portrait by Lawrence, pronounced to be his 
finest work, of Lavinia's talent for drawing, and the 
expense of Fanny's music -masters; of her house in 
town, (where she hopes to see me) ; of her parties which 
were stopped by the illness of, her butler. She talks 
Kicklebury until I am sick. And O, Miss Fanny, all 
of this I endure, like an old fool, for an occasional 
sight of your bright eyes and rosy face! 

[Another parenthesis. "We hope to see you in 

town, Mr. Titmarsh." Foolish mockery! If all the 

people whom one has met abroad, and Ivho have said 

"TFe hope to meet you oiten m \,o^i\^\5aA Wlxas.de 
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QJ the slightest efforts to realize their hopes hy send- 
Dg a simple line of invitation through the penny post, 
^hat an enormous dinner acquaintance one WQuld have 
adi But I mistrust people who say "Whe hope to 
« you in town."] 

Lankin comes in at the end of the day, just before 
oner-time. He has paced the whole town by himself 

church, tower, and fortifications, and Bubens, and 
He is full of Egmont and Alva. He is up to aU 
i history of the siege, when Chass^e defended and 
J French attacked the place. After dinner we stroll 
ng the quays; and, over the quiet cigar in the hotel 
urt. Monsieur Lankin discourses about the Rubens 
tnres, in a way which shows that the learned ser- 
nt has an eye for pictorial beauty, as well as other 
luties in this world, and can rightly admire the vast 
jrgy, the prodigal genius, the royal splendour of the 
ag of Antwerp. In the most modest way in the 
rid he has remarked a student making clever sketches 
the Museum, and has ordered a couple of copies 
m him, of the famous Vandyke, and the wondrous 
>ration of the Magi, "a greater picture," says he, 
lan even the cathedral picture; in which opinion 
tse may agree who like. He says he thinks Miss 
ddebury is a pretty little thing, that all my swans 

geese, and that as for that old woman, with her 
3 and graces, she is the most intolerable old nuisance 
the world. There is much good judgment, but there 
too much sardonic humour about Lankin. He can- 
; appreciate women properly. He is spoiled by being 

old bachelor, and Uving in that dingy oli^\x\K^ 
ari; where, by the way, be has a cellax fit iOT «>. ^o^- 
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tiff. We go to rest; they have given us humble lod- 
gings high lip in the building, which we accept like 
philosophers who travel with but a portmantean Srpieee. 
The Kiekleburys have the grand suite, as becomes thdr 
dignity. Which, which of those twinklingtlights illumines 
the chamber of Miss Fanny? 

Hicks is sitting in the court too, smoking his cigar. 
He and Lankin met in the fortifications. Lankin says 
he is a sensible fellow, and seems to know his pro- 
fession. "Every man can talk well about something," 
the Serjeant says. "And one man can about eveiy- 
thing," says I; at which Lankin blushes; and we take' 
our flaring tallow candles, and go to bed. He has ns 
up an hour before the starting time, and we have that 
period to admire Herr Oberkellner, who swaggers as 
becomes the Oberkellner of a house frequented by am- 
bassadors; who contradicts us to our faces, and whose 
own countenance is ornamented with yesterday's beard, 
of which, or of any part of his clothing, the graceful 
youth does not appear to have divested himself since 
last we left him. We recognise, somewhat dingy and 
faded — the elaborate shirt front which appeared at 
yesterday's banquet. Farewell, Herr Oberkellner, may 
we never see your handsome countenance, washed or 
unwashed, shaven or unshorn, again! 

Here come the ladies — "Good morning, Miss 
Fanny." "I hope you slept well. Lady Kicklebury?" 
"A tremendous bill?" "No wonder; how can you ex- 
pect otherwise, when you have such a bad dinner?" 
Hearken to Hirsch's comminations over the luggage. 
Look at the honest Belgian soldiers and that fat Frei- 
schiitz on guard, his rifle in one hand, and the other 
Jband in bis pocket. Captain H-lcka "bux^X^a Va\,Q «i\wk^ 
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i sight of the fatFreischiitz, and says, *'By Jove 

arsh, you must cawickachaw him." And we take 

seats at length -and at leisure, and the railway 

pets blow, and, (save for a brief halt,) we never 

till night, trumpeting by green flats and pastures, 

broad canals and old towns, through Liege and 

viers, through Aix and Cologne, till we are landed 

3onn at nightfall. 

We all have supper, or tea — we have become 

itty intimate — we look at the strangers' book, as 

matter of course, in the great room of the Star 

otel. Why, everybody is on the Rhine! Here are 

e names of half one's acquaintance. 

"I see Lord and Lady Exborough are gone on," 
lys Lady Kicklebury, whose eye fastens naturally on 
er kindred aristocracy. "Lord and Lady Wyebridge 
nd suite, Lady Zedland and her family." 

** Hallo! here's Cutler of the Onety-oneth, and 
ifacMull of the Greens, en route to Noirbourg," says 
licks, confidentially. "Know MacMull? devilish good 
ellow — such a fellow to smoke." 

Lankin, too, reads and grins. "Why, arc they 
;oing the Rhenish circuit?" he says, and reads: — 

Sir Thomas Minos, Lady Minos, nebst Bcgleitung 
ins £ngland. 

Sir John CBachus, mit Familic und Dicnerschaft, 
lus England. 

Sir Roger Rhadamanthus. 

Thomas Smith, sergeant. 

Serjeant Brown, und Mrs. Brown, aus England. 

Seijeant Tomkins, Anglais. Madame Toik^\yv^^ 
fegdeeaaueiletf Tomkina, 
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Monsieur Kewsy. Conseiller de S. M. la Rcine 
d'Angleterre. Mrs. Kewsy, three Miss Kewsy's. 

And to this list, Lankin, laughing, had put down 
his own name, and that of the reader's obedient ¥^ 
vant, under the august autograph of Lady Kicklebmy) 
who signed for herself, her son-in-law, and her suite. 

Yes, we all flock the one after the other, we faith- 
ful English folks. We can buy Harvey Sauce, and 
Cayenne Pepper, and Morison's Pills, in every city in 
the world. We carry our nation everywhere with us; 
and are in our island, wherever we go. Toto divisot 
orbe — always separated from the people in the midst 
of whom we are. 

When we came to the steamer next morning, the 
castled crag of Drachenfels rose up in the sunrise be- 
fore; and looked as pink as the cheeks of Master 
Jacky, when they have been just washed in the morn- 
ing. How that rosy light, too, did become Miss 
Fanny's pretty dimples, to be sure! How good a 
cigar is at the early dawn! I maintain that it has a 
flavour which it does not possess at later hours, and 
that it partakes of the freshness of all Nature. And 
wine, too; wine is never so good as at breakfast — 
only one can't drink it, for tipsiness's sake. 

See! there is a young fellow drinking soda-water 
and brandy already. He puts down his glass with a 
gasp of satisfaction. It is evident that he had need of 
that fortifier and refresher. He puts down the beaker, 
and says, "How are you Titmarsh? I was so cut 
last night. My eyes: wasn't I! not in the least: 
that's all.'' 

It is the youthful descendant «tTi^\i^Vc o\ wcL^waKu^. 
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the noble Earl of Grimsby's son, Viscount Tal- 
He is travelling with the Rev. Baring Leader, 
ntor; who, having a great natural turn and liking 
rds the aristocracy, and, having inspected Lady 
lebury's cards, on her trunks, has introduced him- 
to her ladyship already, and has inquired after 
Thomas Kicklebury, whom he remembers perfectly, 
B^hom he had often the happiness of meeting when 
Thomas was an^ Undergraduate at Oxford. There 
few characters more amiable , and delightful to 
b, and contemplate, than some of those middle- 
Oxford bucks, who hang about the University, 
live with the young tufts. Leader can talk racing 
boating with the fastest young Christchurch gentle- 
Leader occasionally rides to cover with Lord 
Dys; is a good shot, and seldom walks out with- 
k setter or a spaniel at his heels. Leader knows 
>eerage, and the racing calendar, as well as the 
rd cram books. Leader comes up to town, and 
with Lord Grimsby. Leader goes to Court 
' two years. He is the greatest swell in his com- 
room. He drinks claret, and can't stand port- 
any longer; and the old fellows of his College 
re him, and pet him, and get all their knowledge 
B world and the aristocracy from him. I admire 
kind old dons, when they appear, affable and 
y, men of the world, members of the Camford and 
idge Club, upon the London pavement. I like 
je them over the Morning Post in the Common 
i; with a "Ha, I see. Lady Rackstraw has another 
liter." "Poppleton, there has been at another 
• at X — House, and you weren't asked, lojf ^io^?* 
i Coverdale has got a large party &i«jm% ^^» 
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Covcrdale. Did you know him at Christchnrch? He 
was a very handsome man before he broke his nose, 
fighting the bargeman at Iffly ; a light weight, but m 
beautiful sparrer," &c. Let me add, that Leader, 
although he does love a tuft, has a kind heart: as his 
mother and sisters, in Yorkshire, know; as all the 
village knows too — which is proud of his positioi 
in the great world — and welcomes him very kindly 
when he comes down and takes the duty atChristmaS) 
and preaches to them one or two of "the very sermons 
which Lord Grimsby was good enough to like, when 
I delivered them at Talboys." 

"You are not acquainted with Lord Talboys?" 
Leader asks, with a degage air, "I shall have much 
pleasure in introducing you to him. Talboys, let me 
introduce you to Lady Kicklebury. Sir Thomas Kic- 
klebury was not at Chiistchurch in your time; but you 
have heard of him, I dare say. Your son has left a 
reputation at Oxford." 

"I should think I have, too. He walked a hundred 
miles in a hundred hours. They said he bet that he'd drink 
a hundred pints of beer in a hundred hours : but I don't 
think he could do it, not strong beer; don't think any 
man could. The beer here isn't worth a — " 

"My dear Talboys," says Leader, with a winning 
smile, I suppose Lady Kicklebury is not a judge of 
beer — and what an unromantic subject of conversation, 
here, under the castled crag immortalized by Byron." 

"What the deuce does it mean about peasant girls 

with dark blue eyes, and hands that offer com and 

wine," asks Talboys; "/'i;e never seen any peasant 

girls f except the — ugly set of women I ever looked at." 

" The poet^s licence. 1 see MiWJikeiv ^wx ^x^ tga^asi^ 
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a duurming sketcfa. You used to draw when yoa were 
at-BiasEennose, Milliken; and play — yes, you played 
tlie violoncello." 

Mr. Milliken still possessed these acooraplishments. 
He was taken up that very evening, by a soldier, at 
Coblentz, for making a sketch of £hrenbreitstein. 
^. Milliken sketches, immensely too, and writes 
poetry; such dreary pictures, such dreary poems! but 
professional people are proverbially jealous; and I 
doubt whether our fellow passenger, the Grerman, 
would even allow that Milliken could play the vio- 
loncello. 

Lady Kicklebury gives Miss Ftmny a nudge when 
LordTalboys appears, and orders her to exert all her 
fasdnations. How the old lady coaxes, and she wheedles! 
She pours out the Talboys pedigi^e upon him; and 
asks after his aunt, and his mother's family. Is he 
going to Noirbourg? How delightful. There is nothing 
like British spirit; and to see an English matron well 
set upon a young man of large fortune, and high rank, 
is a great and curious sight. 

And yet, somehow, the British doggedness does 

not always answer. "Do you know that old woman 

in the drab jacket, Titmarsh?" my hereditary legislator 

asks of me. "What the devil is she bothering 7ne for, 

about my aunts, and setting her daughter at me? I 

aint such a fool as that. I aint clever, Titmarsh; 

I never said I was. I never pretend to be clever, and 

that — but why does that old fool bother me^ hay? 

Heighol I 'm devlish thirsty. I was devlish cut last 

nig^t. I think I must have another go off. Hallo 

yoa! Kellnerl Garsong; Ody soda, Oter petty wre do 

dyve^de OooMC That 'a your sort; isn't it )\am^V\ 
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"You will speak French well enough if you practice,*' 
says Leader with a tender voice, "practice is everything. 
Shall we dine at the table d'hote? Waiter I put dowa 
the name of Viscount Talboys, and Mr. Leader, if 
you please." 

The boat is full of all sorts and conditions of men* 
For'ard, there are peasants and soldiers; stumpy, placid- 
looking little warriors for the most part, smoking feeble 
cigars, and looking quite harmless under their enor- 
mous helmets. A poor, stunted, dull -looking boy of 
sixteen, staggering before a black - striped sentry-box, 
with an enormous musket on his shoulder, does not 
seem to me a martial, or awe-inspiring object. Has it 
not been said that we carry our prejudices everywhere; 
and only admire what we are accustomed to admire in 
our own country? 

Yonder walks a handsome young soldier who has 
just been marrying a wife. How happy they seem! 
and how pleased that every body should remark their 
happiness. It is a fact that in the full sunshine , and 
before a couple of hundred people on board the Jo- 
seph Miller steamer, the soldier absolutely kissed Mrs. 
Soldier, at which the sweet Fanny Kicklebury was 
made to blush. 

We were standing together looking at the various 
groups, the pretty peasant woman, (really pretty for once,) 
with the red head-dress, and fluttering ribbons, and 
the child in her arms; the jolly fat old gentleman, 
who was drinking Rhine wine before noon, and turning 
his back upon all the castles , towers , and ruins , which 
reflected their crumbling peaks in the water, upon the 
baadsome young students wtio cosa^ mV\x\>&^Qtsv^Q\ai^ 
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leir national colours in their caps : with their pictu- 
looks, their yellow ringlets, thetr hudding mus- 
and with cats upon almost everyone of their noses, 
8d in duels at the university — most picturesque 
jse young fellows, indeed — but, ah, why need 
ave such black hands? 

Eur us is a type too, a man who adorns his own 
nd points his own moral. "Yonder, in his 
e, sits the Count de Beineck, who won't travel 
t that dismal old chariot, though it is shabby, 
and clumsy, and though the wicked Bed Be- 
ins come and smoke under his very nose — yes, 
'anny, it is the lusty young Germany, pulling 
3e of the worn out old world."' 
aw, what cb you mean, Mr. Titmarsh?" cries 
ur Fanny. 

nd here comes Mademoiselle de Beineck, with 
mpanion — you see she is wearing out one of 
ed silk gowns, which she has spoiled at the 
Qz during the season, for the Beinecks are eco- 
1, though they are proud: and forced like many 
insolvent grandees to do, and to wear shabby 



» 



is very kind of the young countess to call her 
lion 'Louise,' and to let Louise call her 'Laura,' 
faces may be trusted, and we can read in one 
lance conceit, and tyranny; deceit, and slyness, 
ther; — dear Louise has to suffer some hard 
om dear Laura: and to judge from her dress, 
; think poor Louise has her salary paid very 
ly." 

liat a comfort it is to live in a cot^tKtaqfitt'tvViQi^^ 
' mitber inaolenoe^ nor bankruptcy tti&oi^^ ^iSo^ 



S6 0?B£ KICKt£BT7B7S ABBOAB. 

great folks, nor cringing, nor flattery among the small: 
Isn't it Miss Fanny?" . 

Miss Fanny says, that she can't understand whetlier 
I am joking, or serious, and her mamma calls her awaj 
to look at the ruins of Wittgenstein » Everybody looks 
at Wittgenstein — You are told in Murray to look at 
Wittgenstein. 

Lankin who has been standing by, with a grin, 
every now and then, upon his sardonic countenance, 
eomes up, and says, ^'Titmarsh, how can you be so 
impertinent?" 

"Impertinent! as how?" 

"The girl must understand what you^ mean; and 
you shouldn't laugh at her own mother to her. Did 
you ever see anything like the way in which that 
horrible woman is following the young lord about? " 

"See! You see it every day, my dear fellow; only 
the trick is better done, and Lady Kicklebury is rather 
a clumsy practitioner — See! why nobody is better 
aware of the springs which are set to catch him, than 
that young fellow himself, who is as knowing as any 
veteran in May fair. And you don't suppose that 
Lady Kicklebury fancies that she is doing anything 
mean, or any thing wrong? Heaven bless you! She 
never did anything wrong in her life. She has no idea 
but that ever3^hiDg she says, and thinks, and does i» 
right And no doubt she never did rob a church: and 
was a faithful wife to Sir Thomas, and pays her 
tradesmen. Confound her virtue! It is that which 
makes her so wonderful — that brass armour in which 
she walks impenetrable — not knowing what pity is 
or charity; crying sometimes "yAi^ti ^^ *>& >i^"xa^^ ^r 
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thwarted, but laughing never — cringing, and domineer* 
nig by ^e same natural instinct — never doubting about 
herself above all. Let us rise, and revolt against those 
people Lankin. Let us war with them, and smite them 
utterly. It is to use against these, especially, that 
Scorn and Satire were invented." 

"And the animal you attack," says Lankin, "is 
provided with a hide to defend him — it is a common 
ordinance of nature." 

And so we pass by tower and town, and float up 
the Rhine. We don't describe the river. Who does 
not know it? How you see people asleep in the cabins 
at the most picturesque parts, and' angry to be awaken- 
ed when they fire off those stupid guns for the echoes! 
It is as familiar to numbers of people as Greenwich-; 
and we know the merits of the inns along the road as 
if they were the Trafalgar or the Star and Garter. 
How stale everything grows! If we were to live in a 
garden of Eden now, and the gate were open, we should 
go out, and tramp forward, and push on, and get up 
early in the morning, and push on again — anything 
to keep moving, anything to get a change , anything 
but quiet for the restless children of Cain. 

So many thousands of English folks have been at 
RoDgetnoirbourg in this and past seasons, that it is 
scarcely needful to alter the name of that pretty little 
gay wicked place. There were so many British bar- 
risters there this year that they called the Hotel des 
Qoatre Saisons the Hotel of Quarter Sessions. There 
were jndges and their wives, Serjeants and tlieic \ay^^^^ 
Queen's counsel learned in the law, thenoTfti«nicaiC!Vj5i\» 
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and the western circuit — there were officers of balf- 
pay and full-pay, military officers, naval officers, and 
sheriffs' officers. There were people of high fashion 
and rank, and people of no rank at all — there wen 
men and women of reputation, and of the two kinds 
of reputation — there were English boys playing 
cricket; English pointers putting up the German par- 
tridges, and English guns knocking them down — there 
were women whose husbands, and men whose wives 
were at home — there was high church and low churdi 
— England turned out for a holiday, in a word. How 
much farther shall we extend our holiday ground, and 
where shall we camp next? A winter at Cairo is no- 
thing now. Perhaps ere long we shall be going to 
Saratoga Springs, .and the Americans coming to Mar- 
gate for the summer. 

Apartments befitting her dignity and the number 
of her family, had been secured for Lady Eacklebury 
by her dutiful son, in the same house in which one of 
Lankin's friends had secured for us much humbler lod- 
gings. Kicklebury received his mother's advent witii 
a great deal of good humour; and a wonderful figure 
the good-natured little baronet was when he presented 
himself to his astonished friends scarcely recognisable 
by his own parent and sisters, and the staring retainers 
of their house. 

"Mercy, Kicklebury! have you become a Red Re- 
publican? " his mother asked. 

"I can't find a place to kiss you," said Miss Fanny, 

laughing to her brother, and he gave her pretty cheek 

such a scrub with his red beard, as made some folks 

think it would be very pleasant to be Miss Fanny's 

brother. 
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In the course of his travels, one of Sir Thomas 
Kicklebnrj's chief amusements and cares had been to 
cultivate this bushy auburn ornament. He said that 
no man could pronounce German properly without a 
beard to his jaws; but he did not appear to have got 
much beyond this preliminary step to learning; and, in 
spite of his beard, his honest £nglish accent came out, 
as his jolly English face looked forth from behind that 
fierce and bristly decoration perfectly good-humoured 
and unmistakable. We try our best to look like fo- 
reigners, but we can't. Every Italian mendicant or 
Pont Neuf beggar knows his Englishman, in spite of 
blonse, and beard, and slouched hat. ''There is a pe- 
coliar high-bred grace about us," I whisper to Lady 
Ecklebury, "an aristocratic Je tie sms quoi^ which is 
not to be found in any but Englishmen ; and it is that 
which makes us so immensely liked and admired all 
over the Continent." Well, this may be truth or joke 
"-this may be a sneer or a simple assertion; our vul- 
garities and our insolences may perhaps make us as 
remarkable, as that high-breeding which we assume to 
possess. It may be that the continental society ridicules 
and detests us as we walk domineering over Europe 
— but, after all, which of us would denationalize him- 
self? who wouldn't be an Englishman? Come, Sir, 
cosmopolite as you are, passing all your winters at 
Rome or at Paris; exile by choice, or poverty, from 
your own country; preferring easier manners, cheaper 
pleasures, a simpler life; are you not still proud of 
your British citizenship, imd would you like to be a 
Frenchman ? 

Sacklebury has a great acquaintance at Noirbourg, 
and as he waiJr^ into the great concert loom ^\. m^\>^ 
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introducing his mother and sisters there, he seems to 
look about with a little anxiety lest all of hifi aoqmiis- 
tance should recognise him. There are some in ftat 
most strange and motley company with whom he had 
rather not exchange salutations under present cireninr 
stances. Pleasure -seekers from every nation in the 
world are here, sharpers of both sexes, wearers of the 
stars and cordons of every court in Europe, Kussisa 
princesses, Spanish Grandees, Belgian, French, and 
English nobles, every degree of Briton from the ambas- 
sador who has his conge ^ to the London apprenfice 
who has come out for his fortnight's lark, Kioklebur/ 
knows them all, and has a good-natured nod for eadi. 

"Who is that lady with the three daughters who 
saluted you, Kacklebury?" asks his mother. 

"That is our Ambassadress at X., Ma'am; I saw 
her yesterday buying a penay toy for one of her little 
children in Frankfort Fair. " 

Lady Backlebury looked towards Lady X.; she 
makes her excellency an undeveloped curtsey, as it 
were; she waves her plmned head, (Lady X. is got up 
in great style, in a rich dejeuner toilette, perfectly re- 
gardless of expense;) she salutes the ambassadress with 
a sweeping gesture from her chair, and backs before 
her as before royalty, and turns to her daughter's large 
eyes full of meaning, and spreads out her silks in 
state. 

"And who is that distinguished -looking man who 
just passed, and who gave you a reserved nod?" asks 
her ladyship, "is that Lord X.?" 

Kicklebury bursts out laughing. "That, Ma'am, is 
Mr. Higmore of Conduit Street, tailor, draper, and 
babit-maker — and I owe \ma a ^mu^^t^^ ^wmcA*" 
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lie insolence of that sort of people is reftlly in- 
ile, " says La^ Kicklebury. ^' Th^e must be some 
don of classes. They ought not to be allowed 
everywhere. And who is yonder, that lady with 
D boys and the — the very high complexion?'' 
^cklebury asks. 

hat is a Bussian princess; and one of those little 
the one who is sucking a piece of barley- sugar, 
and wins five hundred louis in a ni^it." 
icklebury, you do not play? Promise your mo- 
rn do not ! Swear to me at this moment you do 
There are the horrid gambling rooms? There at 
>or where the crowd is? Of course I shall never 
hem!" 

f coufse not, Ma*am, " says the affectionate eon 
y. '^And if you come to the balls here, please 
let Fanny dance with anybody, xmtil you ask 
t, you understand? Fanny, you will take care." 
es, Tom," says Fanny. 

Iiat, Hicks, how are you, oldiellow? How is 
Who would have thought of you being here? 
did you come ? " 

had the pleasure of travelling with Lady Kickle- 
nd her daughters in the London boat to Ant- 
says Captain Hicks, making the ladies a bow. 
>ury introduces Hicks to his mother as his most 
lar friend— and he whispers Fanny, that "he's 
d a fellow as ever lived. Hicks is. " Fanny 
he seems very kind and good-natured; and — ^ 
ptain Hicks waltzes very well," says Miss Fanny, 
blush, ^'and I hope I may have him for one of 
tners." 
8/ a iBabel of tongaea it is in this 8p\QndiQL\i^ 
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with gleaming marble pillars, a ceaseless nisbing wliiS' 
per as if the band were playing its music by a water- 
fall! The British lawyers are all got together, and E 
my friend Lankin, on his arrival, has been carried off I 
by his brother Serjeants, and becomes once more a law- j: 
yer. "Well, brother Lankin," says old Sir Thomas ;, 
Minos, with his venerable kind face, "you have got j, 
your rule, I see." And they fall into talk about their • 
law matters, as they always do, wherever they are — , 
at a club, in a ball-room, at a dinner-table, at the top 
of Chimborazo. Some of the young barristers appear 
as bucks with uncommon splendour, and dance and > 
hang about the ladies. But they have not the easy , 
languid deuce-may-care air of the young bucks of thB 
Hicks and Kicklebury school — they can't put on 
their clothes with that happy negligence; their neck« 
cloths sit quite differently on them, somehow; tbef 
become very hot when they dance, and yet do not spin 
round near so quickly as those London youths, who 
have acquired experience in corpore vili^ and learned 
to dance easily by the practice of a thousand casinos. 
Above the Babel tongues and the clang of the music, 
as you listen in the great saloon, you hear from a 
neighbouring room, a certain sharp ringing clatter, and 
a hard clear voice cries out ''''Zero rouge" or ^' Trenii' 
cinq noir^ impair et passe;" and then there is a pause 
of a couple of minutes, and then the voice says '^Fcdtes 
le Jeu Messieurs. Le Jeu est fait^ Rien 7ie. va plus** 
— and the sharp ringing clatter recommences. You 
know what that room is? That is Hades. That is 
where the spirited proprietor of the establishment takes 
his toll, and thither the people go who pay the money 
which supports the spvritftd i^TO^YVRXot ^\A "VlcAa fine 
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palace and gardens. Let us enter Hades, and see what 
18 going on Ihere. 

Hades is not an unpleasant place. Most of the 
people look rather cheerful. You don't see any fran- 
tic gamblers gnashing their teeth or dashing down their 
last stakes. The winners have the most anxious faces; 
or the poor shabby fellows who have got systems, and 
are pricking down the alternations of red and black 
on cards, and don't seem to be playing at all. On 
fHe days the country people come in, men and women 
to gamble, and they seem to be excited as they put 
down their hard-earned florins with trembling rough 
hands, and watch the turn of the wheel. But what 
yon call the good company is very quiet and easy. A 
man loses his mass of gold, and gets up and walks 
off, without any particular mark of despair. The only 
gentleman whom I saw at Noirbourg who seemed real- 
ly affected was a certain Count de Mustacheff, a Rus- 
sian of enormous wealth, who clenched his fists, beat 
his breast, cursed his stars, and absolutely cried with 
grief) not for losing money, but for neglecting to wiuf 
and play upon- a coup de vingt^ a series in which the 
red was turned up twenty times running; which series 
had he but played, it is clear that he might have broken 
M. Lenoir's bank, and shut up the gambling-house, and 
doubled his own fortune — when he would have been no 
happier, and all the balls and music, all the newspaper- 
rooms and parks , all the feasting and pleasure of this de- 
lightful Bougetnoirbourg would have been at an end. 

For though he is a wicked gambling Prince Lenoir, 
he is beloved in all these regions; his establishment 
gives life to the town^ to the lodging- house and lio^V- 
\^per0f to the milliners and hackney-coac\imeTi^ \^ >X!k& 
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Icttent of horse-flesh, to the fanntsmeB Mid gavdn-dslj 
chasse; to all these honest fiddlers aod trnmpetani 
play so dclectablj. Were Lenoir*B b«iik to brMkr 
whole little city would shut up, and all the NiM| 
bonr^rcrs wish him prosperity and benefit 1^ fab go0l^ 
fortune. •• 

Three years since the Noirbonrgers underwedt 
nii<rhty panic. There came at a time when the 
Lenoir was at Paris, and the reins of goyemment 
in the hands of his younger brother, a eompaaj 
adventurers from Belgium, with a capital of three ' 
dred thousand francs, and an infallible system for ] 
in^ rou<re et noir, and they boldly challenged the 
of Lenoir, and sate down before his croupiers, and 
fied him. They called themselves in their pride 
Contrebonqnc de Noirbourg: they had their cronpi 
and punters, even as Lenoir had his: they had tL„_^ 
rouleaux of Napoleons, stamped with their ConW^' 
banquish seal: — and they began to play. 

As when two mighty giants step out of a host aaft 
Engage; the armies stand still in expectation, and tbi' 
puny privates and commonalty remain quiet to witnesi 
the combat of the tremendous champions of the wart 
so, it is said, that when the Contrebanque arrived, and 
ranged itself before the officers of Lenoir — rouleai 
to rouleau, bank note to bank note, war for war, con- 
trolment for controlment, all the minor punters, and 
gamblers, ceased their peddling play, and looked oa 
in silence round the verdant plain, wliere the great 
combat was to be decided. 

Not used to the vast operations of war, like his 
elder brother, Lenoir Junior, the lieutenant, tele- 
graphed to his absent claiel t\i^ tie^^ Q^ ^«^ \sa^\j^ ^aa- 
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rwho had come down upon him, asked for instrac- 
as, and in the meanwhile met the foeman like a man. 
te Contrebanque of Noirbourg gallantly opened its 
npaign. 

The Lenoir bank was defeated day after day, in 
merous savage encounters. The tactics of the Con- 
ibanquist generals were irresistible: their infernal 
Item bore down every thing before it, 'and they march- 
onwards terrible, and victorious, as the Macedo- 
n Phalanx. Tuesday, a loss of eighteen thousand 
cuib; Wednesday, a loss of twelve thousand florins; 
inrsday, a loss of forty thousand florins — night 
Br night, the young Lenoir had to chronicle these 
asters in melancholy dispatches to his chief — What 
s to be done? Night after night, the Noirbourgers 
ired home doubtful, and disconsolate; the horrid Con- 
banquists gathered up their spoils, and retired to a 
torions supper. How was it to end? 
Far away at Paris, the elder Lenoir answered these 
peals of his brother by sending reinforcements of 
•oey. Chests of gold arrived for the bank. The 
ince of Noirbourg bade his beleaguered lieutenant 
; no lose heart, he himself never for a moment blench- 
in this trying hour of danger. 
The Contrebanquists still went on victorious. Eou- 
a after rouleau fell into their possession. At last 
news came. The Emperor has joined the Grand 
By. Lenoir himself had arrived from Paris, and 
I once more among his children, his people. The 
\j combats continued: and still, still though Napo- 
D was with the Eagles, the abominable Contreban- 
Bts fought, and conquered. And far greatA^ '^'^xv 
foleon, as great as Nejr bimaeU under dlsafiWr) \Xi<^ 
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bold Lenoir never lost courage, never lost good b 
mour, was affable, was gentle, was careful of his sui 
jects* pleasures and comforts, and met an adverse fo 
tune with a dauntless smile. 

With a devilish forbearance and coolness, the atr 
cious Contrebanque, like Polyphemus, who only to* 
one of his prisoners out of the cave at a time, and 
ate them off at leisure, the horrid Contrebanquists, 
say, contented themselves with winning so much 1: 
fore dinner, and so much before supper — say fl 
thousand florins for each meal. They played and ifip 
at noon: they played and won at eventide. They 
Noirbourg went home sadly every night: the invai 
was carrying all before him. What must have b€ 
the feelings of the great Lenoir? What were those= 
Washington, before Trenton, when it seemed all 
with the cause of American Independence; what th« 
of the virgin Elizabeth, when the Armada was signall* 
what those of Miltiades, when the multitudinc 
Persian bore down on Marathon? The people look 
on at the combat, and saw their chieftain stricL 
bleeding, falling, fighting still. 

At last there came one day, when the Contrebi 
quists had won their allotted sum, and were about 
leave the tables which they had swept so often. 1 
pride, and lust of gold had seized upon the heart 
one of their vain-glorious chieftains; and he said, "1 
not let us go yet — let us win a thousand flor 
more ! " So they stayed and set the bank yet a thousa 
florins. The Noirbourgers looked on, and tremb 
for their prince. 

Some three hours aiterwarda — a shout, a migl 
/Shout was heard around t\i^ mudo^^ q\ ^^jX ^^ 
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btown, the gardens, the hills, the fountains look up, 
■d echoed the jubilant acclaim — Hip, Hip, Hip, 
hmh, Hurrah, Hurrah! People rushed into each 
if^en* arms, men, women, and children cried, and 
each other. Croupiers who never feel, who 
tremble, who never care whether black wins, or 
n& loses, took snuff from each others' boxes, and 
Infilled for joy, and Lenoir the dauntless, the invin- 
cniiE, Lenoir wiped the drops of perspiration from 
!■ calm forehead, as he drew the enemy's last Y^uleau 
•to his till. He had conquered. The Persians were 
fcMten horse and foot — the Armada had gone down 
— Since Wellington had shut up his telescope at Wa- 
•■koi when the Prussians came charging on to the 
'•U, and the guard broke and fled — there had been 
[lOBQdiheroic endurance, such utter defeat, such signal 
■•i crowning victory. Vive Lenoir, I am a Lenoirite. 
Ikre read his newspapers, strolled in his gardens, 
■***edto his music, and rejoice in his victory; I am 
fffi he beat tho^e Contrebanquists. Dissipati sunU 
*» game is up with them. 

The instances of this man's magnanimity are nu- 
•fwifl, and worthy of Alexander the Great, or Harry 

• Rfth, or Bobin Hood. Most gentle is he, and 
■•gbtfiil to the poor, and merciful to the vanquished. 
^*n Jeremy Diddler, who had lost twenty pounds at 

* table, lay in inglorious pawn at his inn; when 
Woole could not leave Noirbourg until he had re- 
•w his remittances from Ireland, the noble Lenoir 
1^ Diddler's inn bill, advanced O'Toole money upon 
■I well known signature j franked both oi \\i^m'^^<(^ 
^AA native country SLg9ia\ and hw uq\qx^ YroiAst' 
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ful to state, been paid from that day to this. If yov 
will go play at his table, yon may; but nobody foiMP 
you. If you lose, pay with a dieerful heart. DtdcB 
eat disipere in loco. This is not a treaty of monbi 
Friar Tuck was not an exemplary ecdesiaatic, nor 
Kobin Hood a model man; but he was a jolly outiaw;^ 
and, I dare say, the Sheriff of Nottingham, whose monej 
he took, rather reUshed his feast at^Bobin's green taUiL 

And if you lose, worthy friend, as possibly yott 
will, at Lenoir's pretty games, console yourself by 
thinking that it is much better for yon in the end Huit^ 
you should lose, than that you should win. Let me, 
for my part, make a clean breast of it, and own that' 
your humble servant did, on one occasion, win a soors 
of Napoleons, and beginning with a sum of no letf* 
than five shillings. But until I had lost them again I 
was so feverish, excited, and uneasy, that I had neither 
delectation in reading the most exciting French novels, 
nor pleasure in seeing pretty landscapes, nor appetite 
for dinner. The moment, however, that graceless 
money was gone, equanimity was restored, PaulF6val 
and Eugene Sue began to be terrifically interesting 
again; and the dinners at Noirbourg, though by no' 
means good culinary specimens, were perfectly suffi- 
cient for my easy and tranquil mind. liankin, who 
played only a lawyer's rubber at whist, marked the 
salutary change in his friend's condition; and, for my 
part, I hope and pray that every honest reader of this 
volume, who plays at M. Lenoir's table, will lose eveiy 
shilling of his winnings before he goes away. Where 
are the gamblers whom we have read of? Where are thfr 
eard-playera whom we can xwaienitow m ova ^«s\^ ^%^: 
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At one time almost every gentleman played, and there 

were whist tables in every lady's drawing-room. 'But 

tramps are going ont along with numbers of old world 

institutions; and, before very long, a black-leg will be 

M rare an animal as a knight in armour. 

There was a little dwarfish, abortive, counter-bank 
set up at Noirbourg this year, but the gentlemen soon 
disagreed among themselves; and, let us hope, were 
rat off in detail by the great Lenoir. And there was 
a Frenchman at our inn who had won two Napoleons 
per day for the last six weeks, and who had an infal- 
lible system, whereof he kindly offered to communicate 
the secret for the consideration of a hundred Louis; 
but there came one fatal night when the poor French- 
man's system could not make head against fortune, 
and her wheel went over him, and he disappeared 
utterly. 

With the early morning everybody rises and makes 
his or her appearance at the Springs, where they par- 
take of water with a wonderful energy and perseve- 
rance. They say that people get to be fond of this 
water at last; as to what tastes cannot men accustom 
themselves? I drank a couple of glasses of an abo- 
minable sort of feeble salts in a state of very gentle 
effervesence, but though there was a very pretty girl 
who served it, the drink was abominable, and it was 
a marvel to see the various topers, who tossed off 
glass after glass which the fair-haired little Hebe deli- 
vered sparkling from the well. 

Seeing my wry faces, old Captain Carver expos- 
tulated, with ajoUy twinkle of his eye, aa \i^ «Xi%a^- 
f 0dtbe contents of a sparkling crystal \>eeket. ^'''So^\ 
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take another glass, Sir: you'll like it better and bett6i 
every day. It refreshes you, Sir: it fortifies you: an^ 
as for liking it — gad! I remember the time when 1 
didn't like claret. Times are altered now, ha! ha 
Mrs. Fan tail, Madam, I wish you a very good morning 
How is Fantail? He don't come to drink the water 
so much the worse for him." 

To see Mrs. Fantail of an evening is to behold « 
magnificent sight. She ought to be shown in a roon 
by herself; and, indeed, would occupy a moderate sizec 
one with her person and adornments. Marie Antoi- 
nette's hoop is not bigger than Mrs. Fantail's fiounces 
Twenty men taking hands (and, indeed, she likes tc 
have at least that number about her) would scared} 
encompass her. Her chestnut ringlets spread out in s 
halo round her face: she must want two or three coif- 
feurs to arrange that prodigious head-dress; and then, 
when it is done, how can she endure that extraordi- 
nary gown. Her travelling band-boxes must be as 
large as omnibuses. 

But see Mrs. Fantail in the morning: having taken 
in all sail; the chestnut curls having disappeared, and 
two limp bands of brown hair over her lean, sallow 
face, and you see before you an ascetic, a nun, a wo- 
man worn by mortifications, of a sad yellow aspect, 
drinking salts at the well; a vision quite different from 
that rapturous one of the previous night's ball-room. 
No wonder Fantail does not come out of a morning: 
he had rather not see such a Rebecca at the well. 

Lady Kicklebury came for some mornings prett) 

ipegularly, and was very civil to Mr. Leader, and mad< 

Miss Fanny drink when his lordship took a cup, sue 

juiked Lord Talboys and Tods tvitox to ^mu««. Bxitdm 
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« 

;ame and, blushing, brought an excuse from 
s; and poor Milliken had not a very pleasant 
; after Mr. Baring Leader rose to go away. 

though the water was not good, the sun was 

the music cheery, the landscape fresh and 

t, and it was always amusing to see the vast 

s of our human species that congregated at the 

I, and trudged up and down the green allies. 

the gambling conspirators of the roulette table 
good to see here in his private character, drink- 
vn pints of salts like any other sinner, having 
ly wife on his arm, and between them a poodle 
eh they lavished their tenderest affection. You 
se people care for other things besides trumps; 
3 not always thinking about black and red: — 
1 ogres are represented, in their histories, as of 
itures, and licentious appetites, and, to be sure, 
eating men and women; but yet it appears 
sir wives often respected them, and they had a 

liking for their own hideous children. And, 

the card players, there are band players: every 
d then a fiddle from the neighbouring orchestra^ 
sorganized bassoon, will step down and drink 

of the water, and jump back into his rank 

in come the burly troops of English, the honest 
;, merchants, and gentlemen, with their wives 
xom daughters, and stout sons that, almost 
to the height of manhood, are boys still, with 
wide-awake hats and shooting jackets, full of 
d laughter. A French boy of sixteen has had 
^sions ere that time very likely , anA. Va «Ja^^^ 
or in bis dress, an ogler ol lYi^ -woiikSBL^ ^^^ 
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preparing to kill. Adolphe says to Alphonse — "La 
Toil^, cette charmante Miss Fanni, la belle Kicklelmri; 
je te donne, ma parole, elle est fraiche comme line 
rose; la crois tu riche, Alphonse?" "Je me range, 
mon ami , vois tn ; la vie de gar9on me p^se. Ma parole 
d'honneur je me range." 

And he gives Miss Fanny a killing bow, and a 
glance which seems to say, "Sweet Anglaise, I know 
that I have won your heart." 

Then besides the young French buck, whom we 
will willingly suppose harmless, you see specimens of 
the French raff, who goes cmx ecaix^ gambler, specu- 
lator, sentimentalist, duellist, travelling with madame, 
his wife, at whom other raffs nod and wink familiarly. 
This rogue is much more picturesque and civilized 
than the similar person in our own country: whose 
manners betray the stable; who never reads anything 
but BelVs Life; and who is much more at ease in con- 
versing with a groom than with his employer. Here 
come Mr. Boucher and Mr. Fowler: better to gamble 
for a score of nights with honest Monsieur Lenoir, 
than to sit down in private once with those gentlemen. 
But we have said that their profession is going down, 
and the number of Greeks daily diminishes. They are 
travelling with Mr. Bloundell, who was a gentleman 
once, and still retains about him some faint odour of 
that time of bloom; and Bloundell has put himself on 
young Lord Talboy s , and is trying to get some money 
out of that young nobleman. But the English youth 
of the present day is a wide-awake youth, and male 
or female artifices are expended pretty much in vain 
on OUT young travelling companion. 

Who come yonder? TTiobq two I0\o^«> >w\tfwa. ^ira 
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met at tke table d'hdte, at the H6tel de Bussie, the 
other day; gentlemen of splendid costume, and yet 
questionable appearances, the eldest of whom called 
for the list of wines, and cried out loud enough for all 
the company to hear, '^Lafitte, six florins. Arry, shall 
we ave some Lafitte? You don't mind? No more do 
[ then. I say, waiter, let's ave pint of ordinaire." 
Irath is stranger than fiction. You good fellow, where- 
8ver you are, why did ask Arry to ave that pint of 
)rdinaire in the presence of your obedient servant? 
low could we do otherwise than chronicle the speech? 

And see; here is a lady who is doubly desirous to 
)e put into print, who encourages it and invites it. 
I appears that on Lankin's first arrival at Noirbourg 
nth his travelling companion, ^ certain sensation was 
reated in the little society by the rumour, that an 
missary of the famous Mr. Punch had arrived in the 
»lace; and, as we were smoking the cigar of peace on 
be lawn after dinner, looking on at the benevolent 
»retty scene, Mrs. Hopkins, Miss Hopkins, and the 
xcellent head of the family, walked many times up 
ad down before us; eyed us severely face to face, 
nd then walking away, shot back fierce glances at us 
1 the Parthian manner; and at length, at the third or 
>urth turn^ and when we could not but overhear so 
ine a voice, Mrs. Hopkins looks at us steadily, and 
ays, ''I'm sure he may put me in if he likes: I don't 
ttind." 

O, Ma'am! O, Mrs. Hopkins! how should a gen- 
leman, who had never seen your face or heard of you 
lefore, want to put you in? What interest can the 
Jritiflh public have in you? But as you wish it, and 
^omrt publidtjr, here yon are. Good luck gfi ^nflti^wx^ 
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Madam. I have forgotten your real name, and Bhonld 
not know you again if I saw you. But why could not 
you leave a man to take his coffee, and smoke his 
pipe, in quiet? 

We could never have time to make a catalogue of 
all the portraits that figure in this motley galleij. 
Among the travellers in Europe, who are daily multi- 
plying in numbers and increasing in splendour, the 
United States' dandies must not be omitted. They 
seem as rich as the Milor of old days, they crowd ia 
European capitals, they have elbowed out people of 
the old country from many hotels which we used to 
frequent; they adopt the French fashion of dressing 
rather than ours, and they grow handsomer beards 
than Engb'sh beards; as some plants are foimd to flou- 
rish and shoot up prodigiously when introduced into a 
new soil. The ladies seem to be as well dressed as 
Parisians, and as handsome, though somewhat more 
delicate, perhaps, than the native English roses. They 
drive the finest carriages, they keep the grandest houses, 
they frequent the grandest company — and, in a word, 
the Broadway Swell has now taken his station and as- 
serted his dignity amongst the grandees of Europe. 
He is fond of asking Count Keineck to dinner, and 
Grafinn Laura will condescend to look kindly upon a 
gentleman who has millions of dollars. Here comes a 
pair of New Yorkers. Behold their elegant curling 
beards, their velvet coats, their delicate primrose 
gloves and cambric handkerchiefs, and the aristocratic 
beauty of their boots. Why, if you had sixteen quar- 
terings, you could not have smaller feet than those; 
and if you were descended from a line of kings you 
could not smoke better ox Vigger d^ax^. 
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Lady Kicklebury deigns to think very well of these 
roung men, since she has seen them in the company 
4 grandees, and heard how rich they are. "Who is 
bat very stylish-looking woman, to whom Mr. Wash- 
igton Walker spoke just now?" she asks of Kickle- 
117. 

Kicklebury gives a twinkle of his eye. "O, that, 
other! that is Madame La Princesse de Mogador — 
's a French title." 

"She danced last night, and danced exceedingly 
5II: I remarked her. There 's a very high-bred grace 
out the princess." 

"Yes, exceedingly. We'd better come on," says 
cklebury, blushing rather as he returns the prin- 
is's nod. 

It is wonderful how large Kicklebury's acquain- 
ice is. He has a word and a joke in the best Ger- 
in he can muster for everybody — for the high well- 
m lady, as for the German peasant maiden; as 
' the pretty little washer- woman, who comes full 
1 down the streets, a basket on her head, and one 

Mrs. Fantail's wonderful gowns swelling on each 
n. As we were going to the Schloss - Garten I 
ight a sight of the rogue's grinning face yesterday, 
«e at little Gretel's ear under her basket, but spying 
t his mother advancing, he dashed down a bye 
•eet, and when we came up with her, Gretel was 
me. 

One but seldom sees the English and the holiday 
litors in the ancient parts of Noirbourg: they keep 
the streets of new buildings and garden villas which 
ye sprung up under the magic influence ol "SJL^li^viQYc^ 
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under the white towers and gables of the old German 
town. The Prince of Trente et Quarante has quite 
overcome the old serene sovereign of Noirbourg, whom 
one cannot help fancying a prince like a prince in a 
Christmas pantomime — a burlesque prince wi^ two- 
pence-halfpenny for a revenue, jolly and irascible, a 
prime minister-kicking prince, fed upon fabulous plum- 
puddings and enormous pasteboard joints, by cooks 
and valets with large heads which never alter their 
grin. Not that this portrait is from the life. Perhaps 
he has no life. Perhaps there is no prince in the great 
white tower that we see for miles before we enter the 
little town. Perhaps he has been mediatized, and sold 
his kingdom to Monsieur Lenoir. Before the palace 
of Lenoir there is a grove of orange trees in tubs, 
which Lenoir bought from another German Prince, who 
went straightway and lost the money, which he had 
been paid for his wonderful orange trees, over Lenoir's 
green tables, at his roulette and Trente et Quarante. 
A great prince is Lenoir in his way; a generous and 
magnanimous prince. You may come to his feast and 
pay nothing unless you please. You may walk in his 
gardens, sit in his palace, and read his thousand news- 
papers. You may go and play at whist in his small 
drawing-rooms, or dance and hear concerts in his 
grand saloon — and there is not a penny to pay. His 
fiddlers and trumpeters begin trumpeting and fiddling 
for you at the early dawn — they twang and blow for 
you in the afternoon, they pipe for you at night that 
you may dance — and there is nothing to pay — Lenoir 
pays for all. Give him but the chances of the table, 
and he will do all this and more. It is better to live 
under Prince Lenoir than a iaWlowa o\^ German 
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urchlancht, whose cavalry ride wicker horses with 
etticoats, and whose prime minister has a great paste- 
oard head. Vive le Prince Lenoir! 

There is a grotesque old carved gate to the palace 
A the Durchlaucht, from which you could expect none 
Dtit a pantomime procession to pass. The place looks 
isleep; the courts are grass-grown and deserted. Is 
the Sleeping Beauty lying yonder, in the great white 
tower? What is the little array about? It seems a 
sham army: a sort of grotesque military. The only 
charge of infantry, was this: one day when passing 
through the old town, looking for sketches. Perhaps 
they become croupiers at night. What can such a fa- 
hnlous prince want with anything but a sham army? 
% favourite walk was in the ancient quarter of the 
town — the dear old fabulous quarter, away from the 
noisy actualities of life, and Prince Lenoir's new pa- 
lace — out of eye and earshot of the dandies and the 
ladies in their grand best clothes at the promenades 
— and the rattling whirl of the roulette wheel — and 
I liked to wander in the glum old gardens , under the 
)alace wall, and imagine the Sleeping Beauty within 
here. 

Some one persuaded us, one day, to break the 
hann, and see the interior of the palace. I am sorry 
re did. There was no Sleeping Beauty in any cham- 
er that we saw; nor any fairies, good or malevolent. 
Tiere was a shabby set of clean old rooms, which 
)oked as if they had belonged to a prince hard put 
) it for money, and whose tin-crown jewels, would 
ot fetch more than King Stephen's pantaloons. A 
igitive prince; a brave prince struggUng m\5a. >^"^ 
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storms of fate, a prince in exile may be poor; bnt a 
prince, looking out of his own palace windows, with a 
dressing-gown out at elbows, and dunned by his sub- 
ject washer- woman — I say this is a painful object 
When they get shabby they ought not to be seen. 
"Don't you think so, LadyKicklebury?" LadyEickle- 
bury evidently had calculated the price of the carpets 
and hangings, and set them justly down at a low 
figure. "These German princes," she said, "are not 
to be put on a level with English noblemen." "In- 
deed," we answer, "there is nothing so perfect as Eng- 
land; nothing so good as our aristocracy; nothing so 
perfect as our institutions." "Nothing! nof^m^/" says 
Lady K. 

An English princess was once brought to reign 
here ; and almost the whole of the little court y^aa kept 
upon her dowry. The people still regard her name 
fondly; and they show, at the Schloss, the rooms 
which she inhabited. Her old books are still there — 
her old furniture brought from home; the presents and 
keepsakes sent by her family, are as they were in the 
princess's lifetime: the very clock has the name of a 
Windsor maker on its face; and portraits of all her 
numerous race, decorate the homely walls of the now 
empty chambers. There is the benighted old king, 
his beard hanging down to the star on his breast; 
and the first gentleman of Europe — so lavish of his 
portrait everywhere, and so chary of showing his royal 
person — all the stalwart brothers of the now all but 
extinct generation are there; their quarrels and their 
pleasures, their glories and disgraces, enemies, flat- 
terers, detractors, admirers — all now buried. Is it not 
curious to think, that the King of Trumps now vir^ 
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toallj reigns in this place, and has deposed the other 
^asty? 

Very early one morning, wishing to have a sketch 
of the White Tower in which our English princess had 
been imprisoned, I repaired to the gardens, and set 
abont a work, which, when completed, will no doubt, 
have the honour of a place on the line, at the exhibi- 
tion; and, returning homewards to breakfast, musing 
npon the strange fortunes and inhabitants of the queer, 
fantastic, melancholy place, behold, I came suddenly 
upon a couple of persons, a male and a female; the 
latter of whom wore a blue hood or "ugly," and 
bhished very much on seeing me. The man began to 
langh behind his mustaches, the which cachinnation 
was checked by an appealing look from the young 
lady; and he held out his hand and said "How d' ye 
do, Titmarsh. Been out making some cawickachaws, 
Hay?'* 

I need not say that the youth before me was the 
heavy dragoon, and the maiden was Miss Fanny Kickle- 
bory. Or need I repeat that in the course of my 
blighted being, I never loved a young gazelle to glad 
me with its dark blue eye, but when it came to, &c., 
the nsnal disappointment was sure to ensue? There 
18 no necessity why I should allude to my feelings at 
this most manifest and outrageous case. I gave a 
withering glance of scorn at the pair, and, with a state- 
ly salutation, passed on. 

Miss Fanny came tripping after me. She held out 
her little hand with such a pretty look of deprecation, 
that I could not but take it; and she said, "Mr. Tit- 
marsh, if you please, I want to speak to yow^ il^orai 
phase;** and, choking with emotion, Ibad^W^^^^wi* 
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''My brother knows all about it; and highly ap' 
proves of Captain Hicks," she said, with her head 
hanging down; ''and O, he 's very good and kind: and 
I know him much better now, than I did when we were 
on board the steamer." 

I thought how I had mimicked him, and what an 
ass I had been. 

"And you know," she continued, "that you have 
quite deserted me for the las|; ten days for your great 
acquaintances." 

"I have been to play chess with Lord Knights- 
bridge, who has the gout." 

"And to drink tea constantly with that American 
lady; and you have written verses in her album, and 
in Lavinia's album; and as I saw that you had quite 
thrown me off, why I — my brother approves of it 
highly; and — and Captain Hicks likes you very 
much, and says you amuse him very much -^ indeed 
he does," says the arch little wretch. And then she 
added a postscript, as it were, to her letter, which con- 
tained, as usual, the point which she wished to urge: — 

"You — won't break it to Mamma — will you be 
so kind? My brother will do that" — and I pro- 
mised her; and she ran away, kissing her hand to me. 
And I did not say a word to Lady Kicklebury, and 
not above a thousand people at Noirbourg knew that 
Miss Eacklebury and Captain Hicks were engaged. 

And now let those who are too confident of their 
virtue listen to the truthful and melancholy story which 
I have to relate, and humble themselves, and bear in 
mind that the most perfect among us are occasionally 
liable to fall. Kicklebury was not perfect. I do not 
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defend his practice. He spent a great deal more time 
and money than was good for him at M. Lenoir's ga- 
ming-table, and the only thing which the young fellow 
never lost was his good hnmour. If Fortune shook 
her swift wings and fled away from him, he laughed 
at the retreating pinions, and you saw him dancing 
and laughing as gayjy after losing a rouleau, as if he 
was made of money, and really had the five thousand 
a-year which his mother said was the amount of the 
Bcklebury property. But when her ladyship's join- 
tare, and the young ladies' allowances, and the inter- 
est of mortgages were paid out of the Ave thousand 
a-year, I grieve to say that the gallant Kicklebury's 
income was to be counted by hundreds and not by 
thousands; so that, for any young lady who wants 
a carriage, (and who can live without one?) our friend 
the baronet is not a desirable specimen of bachelors. 
Now, whether it was that the presence of his mamma 
interrupted his pleasures, or certain of her ways did 
not please him, or that he had lost all his money at 
roulette, and could afford no more, certain it is, that 
after about a fortnight's stay at Noirboui^, he went 
off to shoot with Count Einhorn in Westphalia; he 
and Hicks parting the dearest of friends, and the Ba- 
ronet going off on a poney which the captain lent to 
him. Between him and Milliken, his brother-in-law, 
there was not much sympathy; for he pronounced Mr. 
Milliken to be what is called a muff; and had never 
been familiar with his elder sister Lavinia, of whose 
poems he had a mean opinion, and who used to tease 
and worry him by teaching him French, and telling 
tales of him to his mamma, when he was a schoolboy 
home for the holidays, Whereas, betweexi flafc^&^x^- 
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net and Miss Fanny there seemed to be the closest 
affection; they walked together every morning to the 
waters; they joked and laughed with each other as 
happily as possible. Fanny was almost ready to tell 
fibs to screen her brother's malpractices from her mam- 
ma, she cried when she heard of his mishaps, and that 
he had lost too much money at the green table, and 
when Sir Thomas went away, the good little soul 
brought him five louis which was all the money 
she had; for you see she paid her mother hand- 
somely for her board; and when her little gloves and 
milliner's bills were settled — how much was there 
left out of two hundred a-year? And she cried when 
she heard that Hicks had lent Sir Thomas money, and 
went up and said, "Thank you. Captain Hicks;" and 
shook hands with the Captain so eagerly, that I 
thought he was a lucky fellow, who had a father a 
wealthy attorney in Bedford Row. Heigh hoi I saw 
how matters were going. The birds must sing in the 
spring-time, and the flowers bud. 

. Mrs. Milliken, in her character of invalid, took the 
advantage of her situation to have her husband con- 
stantly about her, reading to her, or fetching the doctor 
to her, or watching her whilst she was dozing, and so 
forth; and Lady Kicklebury found the life, which this 
pair led, rather more monotonous than that sort o( 
existence which she liked, and would leave them alone 
with Fanny (Captain Hicks not uncommonly coming 
in to take tea with the three), whilst her ladyship went 
to the Redoute to hear the music, or read the papers, 
or play a game of whist there. 

The newspaper room at Noirbourg is next to the 
roulette roomy into which ihe 4oot^ «x^ ^Vn^.^& o^en; 
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jr K. would come, with newspaper in hand, 
play -room, sometimes, and look on at the 
3. I have mentioned a little Russian boy, a 
>, with the most mischievous intelligence and 
Qour in his face, who was suffered by his pa- 
play as much as he chose; and who pulled 
out of one pocket and Napoleons out of the 
id seemed to have quite a diabolical luck at 

Kicklebury's terror and interest, at seeing this 
3 extreme. She watched him and watched him, 
3emed always to win; and at last her ladyship 
1 just a florin — only just one florin — on 
e numbers alt roulette, which the little Russian 
backing. Number twenty-seven came up, and 
liers flung over three gold pieces and five flo- 
iady Kicklebury, which she raked up with a 
; hand. 

lid not play any more that night, but sate in 
room, pretending to read the Times newspaper; 
30uld see her eye peering over the sheet, and 
xed on the little imp of a Russian. He had 
d luck that night, and his winning made her 
sige. As he retired rolling his gold pieces 
ocket, and sucking his barley-sugar, she glared 

with angry eyes ; and went home, and scolded 
jT, and had no sleep. I could hear her scold- 
ir apartments, in the Tissisch house, over- 
ady Kicklebury's suite of rooms: the great 
were open in the Autumn. Yes; I could hear 
ing, and see some other people sitting whis- 

the embrasure, or looking out outk^Vv^T^^^iiX 
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The next evening, Lady Kicklebury shirked awaj 
from the concert; and I saw her in the play -room 
again, going round and round the table; and lying in 
ambush behind the Journal des Debats^ I marked how, 
after looking stealthily round, my Lady whipped a 
piece of money under the croupier's elbow, and (there 
having been no coin there previously) I saw a florin 
on the Zero. 

She lost that, and walked away. Then she came 
back and put down two florins on a number, and lost 
again, and became very red and angry; then she retreat- 
ed, and came back a third time, and a seat being va- 
cated by a player. Lady Kicklebury sate down at the 
verdant board. Ah me! She had a pretty good even- 
ing, and carried off" a little money again that night 
The next day was Sunday: she gave two florins at the 
collection at Church, to Fanny's surprise at Mamma's 
liberality. On this night of course there was no play. 
Her ladyship wrote letters, and read a sermon. 

But the next night she was back at the table; and 
won very plentifully, until the little Russian sprite made 
his appearance, when it seemed that her luck changed. 
She began to bet upon him, and the young Calmuck 
lost too. Her ladyship's temper went along with her 
money: first she backed the Calmuck, and then she 
played against him. When she played against him, 
his luck turned; and he began straightway to win. 
She put on more and more money as she lost: her 
winnings went: gold came out of secret pockets. She 
had but a florin left at last, and tried it on a number, 
and faUed. She got up to go away. I watched her, 
and I watched Mr. Justice -Slachua, too^ who put down 
B Napoleon when he thought iio\)o^^ 'w^^a V^Obml^, 
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The next day my Lady Kicklebury walked over to 
he money changers, where she changed a couple of 
ircular notes. She was at the table that night again: 
md the next night, and the next night, and the next, 
By about the fifth day she was like a wild woman. 
She scolded so, that Hirsch, the courier, said he should 
retire from monsieur's service, as he was not hired by 
Lady Kicklebury: that Bowman gave warning, and told 
another footman in the building, that he wouldn't 
stand the old cat no longer, blow him if he would: 
that the maid (who was a Kicklebury girl) and Fanny 
cried: and that Mrs. Milliken's maid. Finch, complained 
to her mistress, who ordered her husband to remon- 
strate with her mother. Milliken remonstrated with 
his usual mildness, and, of course, was routed by her 
ladyship. Mrs. Milliken said, "Give me the daggers," 
and came to her husband's rescue. A battle royal en- 
sued. The scared Milliken hanging about his blessed 
Lavinia, and entreating and imploring her to be calm. 
Mrs. Milliken ivas calm. She asserted her dignity as 
mistress of her own family: as controller of her own 
household, as wife of her adored husband ; and she told 
her mamma, that with her or hers she must not inter- 
fere; that she knew her duty as a child: but that she 
also knew it as a wife, as a — . The rest of the sen- 
tence was drowned as Milliken, rushing to her, called 
W his soul's angel, his adored blessing. 

Lady Kicklebury remarked, that Shakspeare was 
very right in stating, how much sharper than a thank- 
less tooth it is to have a serpent child. 

Mrs. Milliken said, the conversation could not be 
carried on in this manner: that it was* best her mamma. 
^y^ottld now know, once for all, that tiie "wscy m -^^a-Ocl 



66 THE KICKLEBURYS ABROAD. 

she assumed the command at Pigeoncot was intolerable; 
that all the servants had given warning, and it wa« 
with the greatest difficulty they could be soothed: and 
that, as their living together only led to quarrels and 
painful recriminations (the calling her, after her for- 
bearance, a serpent child^ was an expression which she 
would hope to forgive and forget), they had better 
part. 

Lady Kicklebury wears a front, and, I make no 
doubt, a complete jasey; or she certainly would hav9 
let down her back hair at this minute, so overpowering 
were her feelings , and so bitter her indignation at her 
daughter's black ingratitude. She intimated some of 
her sentiments, by ejaculatory conjurations of evil. 
She hoped her daughter might not feel what ingratitude 
was; that she might never have children to turn on her 
and bring her to the grave with grief. 

"Bring me to the grave with fiddle -stick!" Mrs. 
Milliken said with some asperity. "And, as we are 
going to part, Mamma, and as Horace has paid eoery- 
thing on the journey as yet, and we have only brought 
a very few circular notes with us, perhaps you will 
have the kindness to give him your share of the travel- 
ling expenses; for you, for Fanny, and your two ser- 
vants whom you wonld bring with you, and the man 
has only been a perfect hindrance and great useless 
log, and our courier has had to do everything. Tour 
share is now eighty-two pounds." — 

Lady Kicklebury at this gave three screams, so loud 

that even the resolute Lavinia stopped in her speech. 

Her ladyship looked wildly: "Lavinia! Horace! Fanny, 

my child," she said, "come here^ and listen to your 

mother's shame." 
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*'What?" cried Horace, aghast. 
^^I am rwoed! I am a beggar! Yes; a beggar. I 
ave lost all — all at yonder dreadful table." 

"How do you mean all? How much is all?" 
Aked Horace. 

"All the money I brought with me, Horace. I 
intended to have paid the whole expenses of the jour- 
ney: your's, this ungrateful child's — everything. But, 
a week ago, having seen a lovely baby's lace dress at 
the lace-shop; and — and — won enough at wh-wh- 
whoo-ist to pay for it, all but two-two florins — in an 
evil moment I went to the roulette table — and lost 
— every shilling: and now, on my knees before you, 
I confess my shame." 

I am not a tragic painter, and certainly won't at- 
tempt to depict this harrowing scene. But what could 
rfie mean by saying she wished to pay everything? 
She had but two twenty -pound notes; and how she 
was to have paid all the expenses of the tour with 
that small sum, I cannot conjecture. 

The confession however, had the effect of mollifying 
poor Milliken and his wife; after the latter had learned 
that her mamma had no money at all at her London 
bankers', and had overdrawn her account there, Lavinia 
eonsented that Horace should advance her fifty pounds 
upon her ladyship's solemn promise of repayment. 

Ahd now it was agreed that this highly respectable 
hidy should return to England, quick as she might: 
somewhat sooner than all the rest of the public did; 
and leave Mr. and Mrs. Horace Milliken behind her, 
w the waters were still considered highly salutary to 
that most interesting invalid. And to England Lady 
Kicklebaj7 went: taking advantage oi Lord T^J^o^^ 
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return thither to place herself under his Lordship's 
protection; as if the enormous Bowman was not pro- 
tector sufficient for her ladyship; and as if Captain 
Hicks would have allowed any mortal man, any Grer- 
man student, any French tourist, any Prussian whis- 
kerado, to do a harm to Miss Fanny! For though 
Hicks is not a brilliant or poetical genius, I am boimd 
to say that the fellow has good sense, good manners, 
and a good heart, and with these qualities, a competent 
sum of money, and a pair of exceedingly handsome 
mustaches, perhaps the poor little Mrs. Launcelot Hicks 
may be happy. 

No accident befel Lady Kicklebury on her voyage 
homewards; but she got one more lesson at Aix la 
Chapelle, which may serve to make her ladyship more 
cautious for the future; for, seeing Madame laPrincesse 
de Mogador enter into a carriage on the railway, into 
which Lord Talboys followed, nothing would content 
Lady Kicklebury, but to rush into the carriage after 
this noble pair, and the vehicle turned out to be, what 
is called on the German lines, and what I wish were 
established in England, the Ranch Coupe, Having seated 
himself in this vehicle, and looked rather sulkily at iny 
lady, LordTulboys began to smoke, which, as the son 
of an English Earl, heir to many thousands per annum. 
Lady Kicklebury permitted him to do. And she intro- 
duced herself to Madame la Princesse de Mogador, 
mentioning to her Highness, that she had the pleasure 
of meeting Madame la Princesse at Rouge tnoirbourg; 
that she. Lady K., was the mother of the Chevali^ 
de Kicklebury, who had tlio advantage of the acquain- 
tance nf Madame la PrinccBB^\ a\xd t\i«Jt sha hoped 
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liadame la Prlncesse had enjoyed her stay at the 
faters. To these advances, the Princess of Mogador 
returned a gracious and affable salutation exchanging 
^ces of peculiar meaning with two highly respectable 
!>earded gentlemen who travelled in her suite; and, 
irhen asked by milady whereabouts her Highness's resi • 
lence was at Paris, said that her hotel was in the 
EUie Notre Dame de Lorette, where Lady Kicklebury 
iioped to have the honour of waiting upon Madame la 
Piincesse de Mogador. 

But when one of the bearded gentlemen called the 
Excess by the familiar name of Fifine, and the other 
said, "Veux tu fumer, Mogador," and the Princess 
B(btnally took a cigar, and began to smoke, Lady 
Qcklebury was aghast, and trembled; and presently 
Lord Talboys burst into a loud fit of laughter. 

"What is the cause of your lordship's amusement?" 
isked the dowager, looking very much frightened, and 
Unshing like a maiden of sixteen. 

"Excuse me. Lady Kicklebury, but I can't help 
it," he said. "You 've been talking to your opposite 
sd^bonr, she don't understand a word of English, 
and calling her princess, and highness, and she 's no 
nore a princess , than you or I. She is a little mUliner 
m the street she mentioned, and she dances at Mabille, 
and Chdteau Rouge." 

Hearing these two familiar names, the princess 
looked hard at Lord Talboys , but he never lost coun- 
tenance; and, at the next station Lady Kicklebury 
nuhed out of the smoking carriage, and returned to 
W own place; where, I dare say. Captain Hicks and 
Kiss Fanny were delighted once more to \ia^^ \Xi^ 
^inatage of ber company and conver&atlon. ^^ivSl ^o 



70 THE KICBXEBURTS ABROAD. 

they went baqk to England, and tbe Kjcklebarys wen 
no longer seen on the Rhine. If her ladTship is not 
eared of hnnthig after great people, it will not be ttnr 
want of warning; hot which of ns in life has not had 
many warnings; and is it for lack of them that we 
stick to our little failings still? 

When the Backleburys were gone, that merry littk 
Rongetnoirbourg did not seem the same place to me, 
somehow. The sun shone still, but the wind came 
down cold from the purple hills; the band played, but 
their tunes were stale; the promenaders paced the 
allies, but I knew all their faces — as I looked 
out of my windows in the Tissisch house upon the 
great blank casements lately occupied by the Kidde- 
burys, and remembered what a pretty face I had seen 
looking thence but a few days back I cared not to 
look any longer, and though Mrs. Milliken did invite 
me to tea, and talked fine arts and poetry over the 
meal, both the beverage and the conversation, seemed 
very weak and insipid to me, and I fell asleep once 
in my chair opposite that highly cultivated being. 
^^Let us go back, Lankin," said I to the seijeant, and 
he was nothing loth; for most of the other Serjeants, 
barristers, and Queen's counsel were turning homewards, 
by this time, the period of term time summoning them 
all to the Temple. 

So we went straight one day to Biberich on the 

Rhine; and found the little town full of Britons, all 

trooping home like ourselves. Everybody comes, and 

everybody « goes away again at about the same tinie. 

Tbe Bbine inn-keepers say, tYval VXiot <5xxs\«mss!» caam 
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t single day almost: — that in three days they 
lave ninety, eighty, a hundred guests, on the 
, ten, or eight. We do as our neighbours do. 
;h we don't speak to each other much when we 
t a-pleasuring, we take our holyday in common, 

back to our work in gangs. Little Biberich 
) full, thatLankin and I could not get rooms at 
•ge inns, frequented by other persons of fashion, 
►uld only procure a room between us, "at the 
in House, where you find English comfort," says 
vertisement, "with German prices.'* 

t O, the English comfort of those beds ! How did 

1 manage in his, with his great long legs? How did 
and tumble in mine, which, small as it was, I 
)t destined to enjoy alone, but to pass the night 
ipariy with anthropophagous wretched reptiles, 
ook ttieir horrid meal off an English Christian! 
ght the morning would never come; and when 
•dy dawn at length arrived, and as I was in my 
feep, dreaming of Miss Fanny, behold I was 
ed up by the Serjeant, already dressed and 
I, and who said, "Rise, Titmarsh, the steamer 
3 here in three-quarters of an hour." And the 
t gentleman retired, and left me to dress. 



le next morning we had passed by the rocks and 
J, the old familiar landscapes, the gleaming towns 
river side, and the green vineyards combed along 
Is, and when I woke up, it was at a great hotel 
ogne, and it was not sunrise yet. 
!i/t^ /a^ opposite, and over Deutz the dvxsikj ?iV^ 
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was reddened. The hills were veiled in the mist smd 
the grey. The grey river flowed underneath us; the 
steamers were roosting along the quays, a light keeping 
watch in the cabins here and there, and its reflections 
quivering in the water. As I look, the sky line towards 
the east grows redder and redder. A long troop of 
grey horsemen winds down the river road, and passes 
over the bridge of boats. You might take them for 
ghosts, those grey horsemen, so shadowy do they look; 
but you hear the trample of their hoofs as they pass 
over the planks. Every minute the dawn twinkles up 
into the twilight; and over Deutz the heaven blushes 
brighter. The quays begin to fill with men: the carts 
begin to creak and rattle: and wake the sleeping echoes. 
Ding, ding, ding, the steamers' bells begin to ring: the 
people on board to stir and wake: the lights may be 
extinguished, and take their turn of sleep: the active 
boats shake themselves, and push out into the river: 
the great bridge opens, and gives them passage: the 
church bells of the city begin to clink: the cavalry 
trumpets blow from the opposite bank: the sailor is at 
the wheel, the porter at his burthen, the soldier at his 
musket, and the priest at his prayers 

And lo 1 in a flash of crimson splendour, with blazing 
scarlet clouds running before his chariot, and herald- 
ing his majestic approach, God's sun rises upon the 
world, and all nature wakens and brightens. 

O glorious spectacle of light and life! O beatific 

symbol of Power, Love, Joy, Beauty! Let us look at 

thee with humble wonder, and thankfully acknowledge 

and adore. What gracious forethought is it — what 

generous and loving provision, that deigns to prepare 
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or our eyes and to sooth our hearts with such a 
splendid morning festival! For these magnificent bounties 
of Heaven to us, let us be thankful, even that we can 
fed thankful; (for thanks surely is the noblest eiSbrt, 
asit is the greatest delight, of the gentle soul,) and 
80, a grace for this feast, let aU say who partake 
of it. 

See! the mist clears off Drachenfels, and it looks 
out from the distance, and bids us a friendly farewell. 
Farewell to holiday and sunshine; farewell to kindly 
sport and pleasant leisure! Let us say good bye to 
Ihe Bkine, friend. Fogs, and cares, and labour are 
awaiting us by the Thames; and a kind face or two 
looking out for us to cheer and bid us welcome. 






THE END. 



LEGEND OF THE RfflNE. 



A LEGEND OF THE EHINE. 



CHAPTER I. 

It was in the good old days of chivalry, when 
every mountain that bathes its shadow in the Rhine 
lad its castle — not inhabited as n6w by a few rats 
and owls, nor covered with moss and wall-flowers, and 
funguses, and creeping ivy — no, no! where the ivy 
now clusters there grew strong portcullis and bars of 
steel; where the waJl-flower now quivers in the ram- 
part there were silken banners embroidered with won- 
derful heraldry; men-at-arms marched where now you 
shall only see a bank of moss or a hideous black cham- 
pignon; and in place of the rats and owlets, I warrant 
me there were ladies and knights to revel in the great 
halls, and to feast and to dance, and to make love 
there. They are passed away. Those old knights 
and ladies, their golden hair first changed to silver, 
and then pure silver it dropped oflf and disappeared for 
ever; their elegant legs, so slim and active in the dance, 
became swollen and gouty, and then, from being swol- 
len and gouty, dwindled down to bare bone shanks; 
the roses left their cheeks , and then their cheeks dis- 
appeared, and left their skulls, and then their skulls 
powdered into dust, and all sign of them was gone. 
And as it was with them so shall it be mWi w^. '^ci^ 
seneschal! M me a cup of liquorl pwl svx^^x m'^^ 
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good fellow, yea, and a little hot water — a very 
little, for my soul is sad, as I think of those days and 
knights of old. 

They, too, have revelled and feasted, and where 
are they ? — gone? nay, not altogether gone; for doth 
not the eye catch glimpses of them as they walk yon- 
der in the gray limbo of romance, shining faintly in 
their coats of steel, wandering by the side of long-hair- 
ed ladies, with long- tailed gowns that little pages 
carry. Yes; one sees them: the poet sees them stiU 
in the far off Cloudland, and hears the ring of their 
clarions as they hasten to battle or tourney — and the 
dim echoes of their lutes clianting of love and fair la- 
dies I Gracious privilege of poesy! It is as the Der- 
vish's coll3rrium to the eyes, and causes them to seo 
treasures that to the sight of donkeys are invisible. 
Blessed treasures of fancy! I would not change ye; 
no, not for many donkey-loads of gold. . . . Fill 
again, jolly seneschal, thou brave wag: chalk me up 
the produce on the hostel door — surely the spirits of 
old are mixed up in the wondrous liquor, and gentle 
visions of by-gone princes and princesses look blandly 
down on us from the cloudy perfume of the pipe. Do 
you know in what year the fairies left the Rhine? — 
long before Murray's Guide-Book was wrote — long 
before squat steamboats, with snorting funnels, came 
paddling down the stream. Do you not know Uiat 
once upon a time the appearance of eleven thousand 
British virgins was considered at Cologne as a wonder? 
Now there come twenty thousand such annually, ac- 
companied by their ladies' -maids. But of them we 
will say no more — let us back to those who went 
before ihem. 
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Many, many hundred thousand years ago, and at 
t exact period when chivalry was in full hloom, there 
mrred a little history upon the hanks of the Rhine, 
ich hajs heen already written in a hook, and hence 
[fit be positively' true. 'T is a story of knights and 
lies — of love and battle and virtue rewarded, a 
iry of princes and noble lords, moreover the best of 
npany. Gentles, and ye will, ye shall hear it. Fair 
nes and damsels, may your loves be as happy as 
«e of the heroine of this romaunt. 

On the cold and rainy evening of Thursday the 26th 
October, in the year previously indicated, such tra- 
lers as might have chanced to be abroad in that 
ter night, might have remarked a fellow- wayfarer 
imeying on the road from Oberwinter to Godes- 
rg. He was a man not tall in stature, but of the 
«t athletic proportions, and Tipie, which had brown- 

and furrowed his cheek, and sprinkled his locks 
th gray, declared pretty clearly that He must have 
en acquainted vnth the warrior for some fifty good 
ITS. He was armed in mail, and rode a powerful 
d active battle-horse, which (though the way the 
It had come that day was long and weary indeed,) 
t supported the warrior, his armour and luggage, 
th seeming ease. As it was in a friend's country, 
5 knight did not think fit to wear his heavy destrier^ 
helmet, which hung at his saddle-bow over his port- 
loteau. Both were marked with the coronet of a 
unt; and j&rom the crown which surmounted the bel- 
li, rpse the crest of his knigthly race, an arm proper 
ing a naked sword. 

At his right hand and convenient to the "waxrioVa 
wp, bung Ju8 mangonel or nf^ce — a terrific 'wew^oii 
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which had shattered the brains of mafly a turbaned 
soldan ; while over his broad and ample chest there fell 
the triangular shield of the period, whereon were em- 
blazoned his arms — argent, a giiles wavy, on a saltirc 
reversed of the second; the latter device was awarded 
for a daring exploit before Ascalon, by the Emperor 
Maximilian, and a reference to the German Peerage 
of that day, or a knowledge of high families which 
every gentleman then possessed, would have sufficed 
to show at once that the rider we have described was 
of the noble house of Hombourg. It was, in fact, the 
gallant knight Sir Ludwig of Hombourg — his rank 
as a count, and chamberlain of the Emperor of Austria, 
was marked by the cap of maintenance with the pea- 
cock's feather which he wore (when not armed for battle), 
and his princely blood was denoted by the oiled silk 
umbrella which he carried (a very meet protection 
against the pitiless storm),^ and which, as it is known, 
in tlie middle ages, none but princes were justified in 
using. A bag, fastened with a brazen padlock, and 
made of the costly produce of the Persian looms, (then 
extremely rare in Europe,) told that he had travelled 
in Eastern climes. This, too, was evident from the 
inscription writ on card or parchment and sewed on 
the bag. It first ran "Count Ludwig de Hombourg, 
Jerusalem;" but tlic name of the Holy City had 
been dashed out witli tlie pen, and that of "Godes- 
berg" substituted — so far indeed had the cavalier 
travelled! — and it is needless to state that the bag in 
question contained such remaining articles of the toilet, 
as the high-born noble deemed unnecessary to place in 
his valise. 

"«- <?iiint Bugo ol Kcitz(sivA\^xi\io?,'5i\\V' ^^\^tbfl 
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knight, shivering, '' 't is colder here than at Da- 
nuucofl! Many, I am so hungry I could eat one of 
Saladin's camels. Shall I be at Godesberg in time for 
dumer?" And taking out his horologe, (which hung 
in a small side pocket of his embroidered surcoat,) the 
crnsader consoled himself by finding that it was but 
seven of the night, and that he would reach Godesberg 
ere the warder had sounded the second gong. 

His opinion was borne out by the result. His good 
steed, which could trot at a pinch fourteen leagues in 
the hour, brought him to this famous castle, just as 
the warder was giving the first welcome signal which 
told that the princely family of Count Karl Margrave, 
of Gk>desberg, were about to prepare for their usual 
repast at eight o'clock. Crowds of pages and horse- 
keepers were in the Court, when the portcullis being 
raised, and amidst the respectful salutes of the sentinels, 
the most ancient friend of the house of Godesberg 
entered into its Castle yard. The under-butler stepped 
forward to take his bridle-rein. "Welcome, Sir Count, 
from the Holy Land," exclaimed the faithful old man. 
"Welcome, Sir Count, from the Holy Land," cried 
the rest of the servants in the hall; and a stable was 
speedily found for the Count's horse, Streithengst, and 
it was not before the gallant soldier had seen that true 
animal well cared for, that he entered the castle itself, 
and was conducted to his chamber. Wax candles 
burning bright on the mantel, fiowers in china vases, 
every variety of soap, and a flask of the precious es- 
sence, manufactured at the neighbouring city of 
Cologne, were displayed on his toilet-table; a cheering 
fire "crackled in the hearth," and showed that the 
good loDgbt^s coming had been looked and. c^^^V^'c^ 
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The serving maidens, bringing him hot -water f or hi^ 
ablutions, smiling asked, ^^ would he have his couch 
wanned at eve?" One might have been sure from 
their blushes that the tougb old soldier made an arcii 
reply. The family tonsor came to know whether the 
noble Count had need of his skill. " By Saint Bugo," 
said the knight, as seated in an easy settle by the fire, 
the tonsor rid his chin of its stubbly growth, and 
lightly passed the tongs and pomatum through 'the 
sable silver' of his hair. "By Saint Bugo, tins is 
better than my dungeon at Grand Cairo. How is my 
godson Otto, Master Barber; and the Lady Countess, 
his mother; and the noble Count Karl, my dear brother- 
in-arms?" 

"They are well," said the tonsor, with a sigh. 

"By Saint Bugo, I am glad on 't; but why that 
sigh? " 

"Things are not as they have been with my good 
lord," answered the hair-dresser, "ever since Count 
Gottfried's arrival." 

"He here!" roared Sir Ludwig. "Good never came 
where Gottfried was:" and the while he donned a pair 
of silken hose, that showed admirably the proportions 
of his lower limbs, and exchanged his coat of mail for 
the spotless vest and black surcoat collared with velvet 
of Genoa, which was the fitting costume for "knight 
in ladye's bower," — the knight entered into a con- 
versation with the barber, who explained to him with 
the usual garrulousncsH of his tribe, what was the 
present position of the noble family of Godesberg. 

This will be narrated in the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER n. 

The Godesbergcrs. 

'T 18 needless to state that the gallant warrior 
Ladwig, of Hombourg, found in the bosom of his 
friend's family a cordial welcome. The brother-in- 
arms of the Margrave Karl, he was the esteemed friend 
of the Margravine, the exalted and beautiful Theodora, 
of Boppum, and (albeit no theologian, and although 
the first princes of Christendom coveted such an honour,) 
he waa selected to stand as sponsor for the Margrave's 
K>n Otto, the only child of his house. 

It was now seventeen years since the Count and 
Conntess had been united: and although Heaven had 
not blest their couch with more than one child, it 
may be said of that one, that it was a prize, and that 
rarely never lighted on the earth a more delightful 
vision. When Count Ludwig, hastening to the holy 
wars, had quitted his beloved godchild, he had left 
him a boy; he now found him, as the latter rushed 
into hiB arms, grown to be one of the finest young 
men in Germany: tall and excessively graceful in 
proportion, with the blush of health mantling upon 
his cheek, that was likewise adorned with the first 
down of manhood, and with magnificent golden ringlets, 
SQch as a Rowland might envy, curling over his brow 
and hifl shoulders. His eyes alternately beamed with 
the fire of daring, or melted with the moist glance of 
benevolence. Well might ^ mother be proud of such 
a boy! Well might the brave Ludwig exclaim, as he 
clasped the youth to his breast, "By St, l&xv^o-j ^'^ 
KateeaelteBJbQgeD, Otto! thou art &t to \)Q quq ^V 
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Coenr de Lion's grenadier?;" — and it was the fact, 
the *'Childe" of Godesberg measured six feet three. 

He was habited for the evening meal in the costly, 
though simple attire of the nobleman of the period — 
and his costume a good deal resembled that of the 
old knight whose toilet we have just described; with 
the difference of colour however. The paurpoint worn 
by Young Otto, of Godesberg, was of blue, hand- 
somely decorated with buttons of carved and embossed 
gold: his haut-de-chausses or leggins were of the staff 
of Nanquin, then brought by the Lombard argosies at 
an immense price from China. The neighbouring 
country of Holland had supplied his wrist and bosom 
with the most costly laces; and thus attired, with an 
opera-hat placed on one side of his head,* ornamented 
with a single fower (that brilliant one the tulip), the 
boy rushed into his godfather's dressing-room, and 
warned him that the banquet was ready. 

It was indeed: a frown had gathered on the dark 
brows of the Lady Theodora, and her bosom heaved 
with an emotion akin to indignation — for she feared 
lost the soups in the refectory and the splendid fish 
now smoking there were getting cold — she feared 
not for liorself, but for lior lord's sake. "Godesberg," 
whispered she to Count Ludwig, as trembling on his 
arm they descended from the drawing-room, "GodeS" 
berg is sadly changed of hite." 

"By Saint IJugoI** said the burly knight, starting; 
"these are the very words the barber spake!" 

The lady heaved a sigh, and placed herself before 

the soup -tureen. For some time the good knight 

Ludwig of Ilombourg was too innich occupied in 1»» 

(lliug out iho forccd-iuQVkt bodU ooxd rU;h calvea'-head 
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I which the delicious pottage was fonned (in ladling 
hem out, did we say? aj, marry, and in eating them 
00,) to look at his brother-in-arms at the bottom of 
he table, where he sate with his son on his left-hand, 
md the Baron Gottfried on his right. 

The Margrave was indeed changed. "By Saint 
Bugo," whispered Ludwig to the Countess, "your hus- 
Dand is as surly as a bear that hath been wounded 
)' the head."' Tears falling into her soup-plate were 
lier only reply. The soup, the turbot, the haunph of 
mntton, Count Ludwig remarked that the Margrave 
sent all away untasted. 

"The Boteler will serve ye with wine, Hombourg," 
said the Margrave gloomily from the end of the table; 
not even an invitation to drink! how different was this 
from the old times! , 

But when in compliance with this order the boteler 
proceeded to hand round the mantling vintage of the 
Cape to the assembled party, and to fill young Otto's 
goblet, (which the latter held up with the eagerness 
of youth), the Margrave's rage knew no bounds. He 
roshed at his son; he dashed the wine-cup over his 
spotless vest; and giving him three or four heavy 
blows which would have knocked down a bonassus, 
but only caused the young childe to blush; "yow take 
*nne!" roared out the Margrave; "yow dare to help 
purself! Who the d-v-1 gave you leave to help your- 
self?" and the terrible blows were reiterated over the 
delicate ears of the boy. 

"Ludwig! Ludwig!" shrieked the Margravine. 

"Hold your prate, Madam," roared the Prince. 
"By Saint Buffo, mayn't a father beal \i\^ o^'ci 
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"Hi« OW^r child!" repeated the Margrave with a 
burst, almost a shriek of indescribable agonj. ^^Ah, 
what did I say?" 

Sir Ludwig looked about him in amaze; Sir Grott- 
fried (at the Margrave's right*hand) smfled ghastlily; 
the young Otto was too much agitated by the recent 
conflict to wear any expression bat that of extreme 
discomfiture; but the poor Margravine turned her head 
aside and blushed, red almost as the lobster which 
flanked the tnrbot before her. 

In those rude old times, 'tis known such table 
quarrels were by no means unusual amongst gallant 
knights; and Ludwig, who had oft seen the Margrave 
cast a leg of mutton at an offending servitor, or empty 
a sauce-boat in the direction of the Margravine, thought 
tills was but one of the usual outbreaks of his worthy 
though irascible friend, and wisely determined to change 
the converse. 

"How is my friend," said he, "the good knight, 
Sir Hildebrandt?" 

"By Saint Buffo, this is too much!" screamed the 
Margrave, and actually rushed from the room. 

"By Saint Bugo," said his friend, "gallant knights, 
gentle sirs, what ails my good Lord Margrave?" 

"Perhaps his nose bleeds," said Gottfried with a 
sneer. 

"Ah, my kind friend," said the Margravine with 
uncontrollable emotion, "I fear one of you have passed 
from the frying-pan into the fire;" and making the 
signal of departure to the ladies, they rose and retired 
to coffee in the drawing-room. 

The Margrave presently came back again, some- 
fvliat T^^^*^ ''ollected than lie YiaOi \ie^xv. '•'•^vxjci;' ^ 
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8ttd sternly, ^'go join the ladies: it becomes not a 
yo^ig ^07 ^ remain in the company of gallant knights 
after dinner." The noble childe with manifest un- 
willingness quitted the room, and the Margrave, taking 
his lady's place at the head of the table, whispered to 
Sir Ludwig, "Hildebrandt will be here to-night to an 
e?ening party, given in honour of your return from 
Palestine. My good friend — my true friend — my 
old companion in arms, Sir Gottfried! you had best 
lee that the fiddlers be not drunk, and that the 
crampets be gotten ready." Sir Gottfried, obse- 
quiously taking his patron's hint, bowed and left the 
Toom. 

"You shall know all soon, dear Ludwig," said the 
Margrave, with a heart-rending look. "You marked 
Gottfried, who left the room anon?" 

"I did." 

"You look incredulous concerning his worth; but 
I tell thee, Ludwig, that yonder Gottfried is a good 
fellow, and my fast friend. Why should he not be? 
He is my near relation, heir to my property; should 
I (here the Margrave's countenance assumed its former 
expression of excruciating agony), should I have no 
am.*' 

"But I never saw the boy in better health," replied 
Sir Ludwig. 

"Nevertheless, ha ha! it may chance that I shall 
Boon have no son." 

The Margrave had crushed many a cup of wine 
during dinner, and Sir Ludwig thought naturally that 
his gallant friend had drunken rather deeply. He 
proceeded in this respect to imitate him*, ioT \Xi^ %\,^tx!l 
BoUier of those days neither shrunk tetore t\i^T?«5TiVBX 
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nor the punch-bowl, and many a rousing night had 
our crusader cd joyed in Syria with lion-hearted 
Bichard; with his coadjutor, Godfrey of Bouillon; nay, 
with the dauntless Saladin himself. 

"You knew Gottfried in Palestine?" asked the 
Margrave. 

"I did." 

"Why did ye not greet him then, as ancient com- 
rades should, with the warm grasp of friendship? It 
is not because Sir Gottfried is poor? You know well 
that he is of race as noble as thine own, my earl^ 
friend!" 

"I care not for his race nor for his poverty," re- 
plied the blunt crusader. "What says the Minne- 
singer? 'Marry, that the rank is but the stamp of 
the guinea; the man is the gold.' And I tell thee, 
Karl of Godesberg, that yonder Gottfried is base 
metal." 

"By Saint Buffo, thou beliest him, dear Ludwig.'* 

"By Saint Bugo, dear Karl, I say sooth. The 
fellow was known i' the camp of the crusaders — dis- 
reputably known. Ere he joined us in Palestine, he 
had sojourned in Constantinople, and learned the arts 
of the Greek. He is a cogger of dice, I tell thee — 
a chanter of horse-flesh. He won five thousand marks 
from bluff Richard of England, the night before the 
storming of Ascalon, and I caught him with false 
trumps in his pocket. He warranted a bay mare 
to Conrad of Mont Serrat, and the rogue had fired 
her." 

"Ha, mean ye that Sir Gottfried is a UgV' cried 

Sir Karl, knitting his brows. "Now, by my blessed 

patron. Saint Buffo of Boxui> \ia^ wx^ oXhat but Lud- 
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irig of Homboorg so said, I would have cloven him 
from skull to chine." 

^By Saint Bugo of Katzenellenbogen, I will prove 
mj words on Sir Gottfried's body — not on thine, 
old brother in arms. And to do the knave justice, he 
is a good lance. Holy Bugo! but he did good service 
at Acre! But his character was such that,' spite of 
Us bravery, he was dismissed the army, .nor ever 
iUowed to sell his captain's commission." 

"I have heard of it," said the Margrave; "Gott- 
fried hath told me of it. 'T was about some silly 
quarrel over the wine-cup — a mere silly jape, believe 
me. Hugo de Brodenel would have no black bottle 
on the board, p^ottfried was wroth, and to say sooth, 
long the black bottle at the County's head. Hence 
bis dismission and abrupt return. But you know not," 
continued the Margrave with a heavy sigh, "of what 
use that worthy Gottfried has been to me. He has 
oncloaked a traitor to me." 

*'Not y«f," answered Hombourg satirically. 

"By Saint Buffo! a deep-dyed, dastard; a dan- 
gerous, damnable traitor! — a nest of traitors. Hilde- 
lirandt is a traitor — Otto is a traitor — and Theo- 
iora (oh, Heaven!) she — she is another,^* The old 
Prince burst into tears ^ the word, and was almost 
shoked with emotion. 

"What means this passion, dear friend?" cried Sir 
Ludwig, seriously alarmed. 

"Mark, Ludwig; mark Hildebrandt and Theodora 
together; mark Hildebrandt and Otto together. Like, 
tike I tell thee as two peas. holy saints, that I 
ihonld be horn to suffer tbisl — to have all laj «S^^- 
was wrenched out of my bosom, and to \)ft \fc\\. «Xft\v& 
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in mj old age! But, hark! the guests are arriTing. 
An ye will not empty another flask of claret, let us 
join the ladyes i' the withdrawing chamber. When 
there, mark Hildebrandt and Otto,*' 



CHAPTER III. 

The feBtival. 

The festival was indeed begun. Coming on horse- 
back, or in their caroches, knights and ladies of the 
highest rank were assembled in the grand saloon of 
Godesberg, which was splendidly illuminated to receive 
them. Servitors, in rich liveries , (they were attired in 
doublets of the, sky-blue broad-cloath of Ypres, and 
hose of the richest yellow sammit — the colours of 
the house of Godesberg,) bore about various refresh- 
ments on trays of silver — cakes ^ baked in the oven, 
and swimming in melted butter; manchets of bread, 
smeared with the same delicious condiment, and carved 
so thin that you might have expected them to take 
wing, and fly to the ceiling; coffee, introduced by Peter 
the hermit, after his excursion into Arabia, and tea 
such as only Boheamia could produce, circulated amidst 
the festive throng, and were- eagerly devoured by the 
guests. The Margrave's gloom was unheeded by them 
— how little indeed is the smiling crowd aware of the 
pangs that are lurking in the breasts of those who bid 
them to the feast! The Margravine was pale; but 
woman knows how to deceive; she was more than or- 
dinarily courteous to her friends, and laughed, though 
the laugh was hollow, and talked, though the talk w»» 
Joatbaome to her. 
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**The two are together," said the Margrave, clutch- 
[ his friend's shoulder. ^^Now look.** 
Sir Ludwig tamed towards a quadrille, and there, 
•e enough, were Sir Hildebrandt and young Otto 
Dding side by side in the dance. Two eggs were 
t more like! The reason of the Margrave's horrid 
ipicion at once flashed across his friend's mind. 
"'Tis clear as the staff of a pike," said the poor 
rgrave, mournfully. "Come, brother, away from 
scene; let us go play a game at cribbage!" and 
ring to the Margravine's boudoir, the two warriors 
i down to the game. 

But though 't is an interesting one, and though the 
rgrave won, yet he could not keep his attention on 
cards: so agitated was his mind by the dreadful 
pet which weighed upon it. In the midst of their 
y, the obsequious Gottfried came to whisper a word 
his patron's ear, which threw the latter into such 
ary, that apoplexy was apprehended by the two 
kers on. But the Margrave mastered his emotion. 
J what time, did you say?" said he to Gottfried. 
"At day-break, at the outer gate." 
"I will be there." 

^^And 80 will I too,^* thought Count Ludwig, the 
>d knight of Hombourg. 



CHAPTER IV. 

How often does man , proud man , make calculations 
the future, and think he can bend stern fate to his will! 
s, we are but creatures in its handsl Tio'w tci'Mcj 
p between the lip and the lifted Ydne-C5V\^\ "Rq^ 
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often, though seemingly with a choice of conches to 
repose upon, do we find ourselves dashed to earth; 
and then we are fain to say the grapes are sour, be- 
cause we cannot attain them; or worse, to yield to 
anger in consequence of our own fault. Sir Ludwig, 
the Hombourger, was not at the outer gate at day-break. 

He slept until ten of the clock. The previous 
night's potations had been heavy, the day's journey 
had been long and rough. The knight slept as a sol- 
dier would, to whom a feather-bed is a rarity, and 
who wakes not till he hears the blast of the reveille. 

He looked up as he woke. At his bed-side sate 
the Margrave. He had been there for hours watching 
his slumbering comrade. Watching? — no, not watch- 
ing, but awake by his side, brooding over thoughts un- 
utterably bitter — over feelings inexpressibly wretched. 

"What's o'clock?" was the first natural exclama- 
tion of the liombourger. 

"I believe it is five o'clock," said his friend. It 
was ten. It might have been twelve, two, half-past 
four, twenty minutes to six, the Margrave would still 
have said, "/ believe it is five o'clock.^* The wretched 
take no count of time, it files with unequal pinions, 
indeed, for themJ*^ 

"Is breakfast over?" inquired the crusader. 

"Ask the butler," said the Margrave, nodding his 
head wildly, rolling his eyes wildly, smiling wildly. 

"Gracious Buffb!" said the knight of Hombourg, 
"what has ailed thee, my friend? It is ten o'clock by 
my horologe. Your regular hour is nine. You are 
not — no, by Heavens! you are not shaved! Y<Wi 
wear the tights and silken hose of last evening's ban- 
quet Your collar is all rumpled — '\.\% XJaa.^. ^^ -poster- 
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kj. You haoe not hem to bed? What has chanced, 
other of mine, what has chanced?" 

^^A common chance, Louis of Hombonrg," said the 
argraye, "one that chances every day. A false wo- 
an, a false friend, a broken heart. This has chanced. 
have not been to bed." 

**What mean ye?" cried Count Ludwig, deeply af- 
cted. "A false friend? /am not a false friend — a 
Ise -woman. Surely the lovely Theodora your wife" 

"I have no wife, Louis, now; I have no wife and 



Bon." 



In accents broken by grief, the Margrave explained 
rhat had occurred. Gottfried's information was but 
oo correct. There was a cause for the likeness be- 
ween Otto and Sir Hildebrandt; a fatal cause! EEiide- 
irandt and Theodora had met at dawn at the outer 
rate. The Margrave had seen them. They walked 
ong together; they embraced. Ah! how the husband's, 
he father's, feelings were harrowed at that embrace! 
ftey parted; and then the Margrave coming forward, 
x)ldly signified to his lady that she was to retire to a 
convent for life, and gave orders that the boy should 
t>e sent too, to take the vows at a monastery. 

Both sentences had been executed. Otto, in a boat, 
md guarded by a company of his father's men-at-arms, 
fras on the river going towards Cologne to the mo- 
WBtexj of Saint Buffo there. The lady Theodora, 
mder the guard of Sir Gottfried and an attendant, 
irere on their way to the convent of Nonnenwerth, 
iphich many of our readers have seen — the beautiful 
Ghreen Island Convent^ laved by the bng\it -w^Xj^t^ qV 
keMbmel 
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^'What road did Gottfried take?" asked the knight 
of Hombourg, grinding his teeth. 

^'You cannot overtake him," said the Margrave. 
"My good Gottfried, he is my only comfort, now: he 
is my kinsman, and shall be my heir. He will be back 
anon." 

"WiU he so?" thought Sir Ludwig. "I wiU ask 
him a few questions ere he return," And springing 
from |his couch, he began forthwith to put on his usual 
morning dress of complete armour; and, after a hasty 
ablution , donned not his cap of maintenance , but his 
helmet of battle. He rang the bell violently. 

"A cup of coffee, straight," said he, to the servi- 
tor, who answered the summons; "bid the cook paek 
me a sausage and bread in paper, and the groom saddle 
Streithengst; we have far to ride." 

The various orders were obeyed. The horse WM 
brought; the refreshments disposed of; the clatteriDg 
steps of the departing steed were heard in the court- 
yard; but the Margrave took no notice of his friead, 
and sate, plunged in silent grief, quite motionless bjT 
the empty bed-side. 

CHAPTER V. 

The traitor^s doom. 

The Hombourger led his horse down the winding 
path which conducts from the hill and castle of Godes- 
berg into the beautiful green plain below. Who htf 
not seen that lovely plain, and who that has seen it 
has not loved it? A thousand sunny vineyards and 
cornfields , stretch around in peaceful luxuriance; thi 
oiighty jRhine floats by it in aihex m^nifiQence, ao4 
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the opposite bank rise the seven mountains robed 
majestic purple, the monarchs of the royal scene. 

A pleasing poet, Lord Byron, in describing this 
y scene, has mentioned that ^'peasant girls, with 
rk bine eyes, and hands that offer cake and wine" 
J perpetually crowding roun.d the traveller in this 
licious district, and proffering to him their rustic 
ssents. This was no doubt the case in former days, 
len the noble bard wrote his elegant poems — in 
) happy ancient days! when maidens were as yet 
(lerons, and men kindly! Now the degenerate pea- 
itry of the district are much more inclined to ask 
in to give, and their blue eyes to have disappeared 
th their generosity. 

But as it was a long time ago that the events of 
r story occurred, 'tis probable that the good knight 
idwig of Hombourg was greeted upon his path by 
is fascinating peasantry, though we know not how 

accepted their welcome. He continued his ride 
ross the flat green country, until he came to Rolands- 
k, whence he could command the Island of Nonnen- 
;rth (that lies in the Rhine opposite that place), and 
I who went to it or passed from it. 

Over the entrance of a little cavern in one of the 
cks hanging above the Rhine-stream at Rolandseck, 
d covered with odoriferous cactuses and silvery mag- 
Jia, the traveller of the present day may perceive a 
de broken image of a saint; that image represented 
B venerable Saint Buffo of Bonn, the patron of the 
urgrave, and Sir Ludwig kneeling on the greensward, 
d reciting a censer, an ave, and a couple of acolytes 
fore it, felt encouraged to think that Hv*^ d<^e^ \i% 

Stated w»s about to be performed uadw \!i>!^ n^tj 
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eyes of his friend's sanctified patron. His deyotion 
done (and the knight of those days was as pious as he 
was brave), Sir Louis, the gallant Hombourger, ex- 
claimed with a loud voice: 

"Ho! hermit! holy hermit, art thou in thy cell?" 

"Who calls the poor servant of Heaven and Swnt 
Buffo?" exclaimed a voice from the cavern; and pre- 
sently, from beneath the wreaths of geranium and mag- 
nolia, appeared an intensely venerable, ancient, and 
majestic head — 't was that, we need not say, of Saint 
Buffo*s solitary. A silver beard hanging to his knees 
gave his person an appearance of great respectability; 
his body was robed in simple brown serge, and girt 
with a knotted cord; his ancient feet were only de- 
fended from the prickles and stones by the rudest 
sandals, and his bald and polished head was bare. 

"Holy hermit," said the knight, in a grave voice, 
"make ready thy ministry, for there is some one about 
to die." 

"Where, son?" 

"Here, father." 

"Is he here, now?" 

"Perhaps," said the stout warrior, crossing him- 
self, "but not so if right prevail." At this moment, 
he caught sight of a ferry-boat putting off from Non- 
nenwerth, with a knight on board. Ludwig knew at 
once by the sinople reversed, and the truncated gule« 
on his surcoat, that it was Sir Gottfried of Godes- 
berg. 

"Be ready, father," said the good knight, pointing 

towards the advancing boat; and, waving his hand, bj 

wBj of respect, to the reverend hermit, and without » 

farther wordy he vaulted into Vaa &a^<^<^^ ^udtodQ l>adl; 
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few score of paces, where he wheeled round, and 
ined steady. His great lance and pennon rose in 
kir. His armour glistened in the sun; the chest 
head of his battle-horse were similarly covered 

ste^. As Sir Gottfried, likewise armed and 
ited (for his horse had been left at the ferry hard 
adyaneed up the road, he almost started at the fi- 
before him — - a glistening tower of steel. 
Are you the lord of this pass. Sir Knight?" said 
rottfried, haughtily, "or do you hold it against all 
TS, in honour of your lady-love?" 
I am not the lord of this pass. I do not hold it 
ist all comers. I hold it but against one, and he 
liar and a traitor." 

As the matter concerns me not, I pray you let me 
," said Gottfried. 

•The matter does concern thee, Gottfried of Godes- 
. Liar and traitor! art thou coward, too?" 
•Holy Saint Buffo! 'tis a fight!" exclaimed the old 
ut (who, too, had been a gallant warrior in his 
; and like the old war-horse that hears the trum- 
1 sound, and spite of his clerical profession, he 
ared to look on at the combat with no ordinary 
mess, and sate down on the overhanging ledge of 
rock, lighting his pipe, and affecting unconcern, 
in reality most deeply interested in the event which 
about to ensue. 

\3 soon as the word "coward" had been pronoun- 
by Sir Ludwig, his opponent, uttering a curse far 
horrible to be inscribed here, had wheeled back 
powerful piebald, and brought his lance to the 

ffaf Beaasdantl" cried he. "Allah IraiaiiMdcLV' 
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Twas the batde-ciy in Palestine of the irresistible 
knights -hospitallers. ^Look to thyself. Sir Knight, 
and for mercy from Heaven! / will gire thee none." 

^A Bngo for Eatzenellenbogen! " exclaimed Sir 
Ludwig, pioosly; that, too, was the well-known war- 
cry of his princely race. 

"I will give the signal," said ihe old hermit, wa- 
ving his pipe. ^^ Knights, are you ready? One, two, 
three. Los I" (let go.) 

At the signal, ihe two steeds tore np the ground 
like whirlwinds; the two knights, two flashing perpen* 
dicnlar masses of steel, rapidly converged; the two 
lances met upon the two shields of either, and shiver- 
ed, splintered, shattered into ten hundred thousand 
pieces, which whirled through the air here and there, 
among the rocks, or in the trees, or in the river. The 
two horses fell back trembling on their haunches, 
where they remained for half a minute or so. 

"Holy Buffo! a brave stroke!" said the old hermit 

"Marry, but a splinter well nigh took off my nose»" 

The honest hermit waved his pipe in delight, not per* 

ceiving that one of the splinters had carried off the 

head of it, and rendered his favourite amusement hn* 

possible. "Ha! they are to it again! Oh, my! how 

they go to with their great swords! Well strickeHf 

grey! Well parried, piebald! Ha, that was a slices! 

Go it, piebald! go it, grey! — go it, grey! go i* 

pye * * *. Peccavi! peccavi!" said the old man, here 

wuddenly closing his eyes, and falling down on hiB 

knees. "I forgot I was a man of peace;" and the 

next moment, muttering a hasty matin, he sprung 

down the ledge of rock, and was by the side of the 
cor 



A tiKMim OP THE ttHn^« ' 9d 

The battle was over. ,Good knight as Sir Gott- 
)d was, his strength and skill had not been able to 
nrcome Sir Lndwig the Hombourger, with right on 
I side. He was bleeding at every point of his ar- 
mr: he had been run through the body several times, 
d a cut in tierce, delivered with tremendous dexte- 
7, had cloven the crown of his helmet of Damascus 
lel, and passing through the cerebellum and senso- 
m, had spUt his nose ahnost in twain. 
His mouth foaming — his face almost green — his 
es full of blood — his brains spattered over his fore- 
ad, and several of his teeth knocked out, — the dis- 
oofited warrior presented a ghastly spectacle; as, 
sling under the effect of the last tremendous blow 
dch the knight of Hombourg dealt, Sir Gottfried 
\ heavily from the saddle *of his piebald charger; 
frightened animal whisked his tail wildly with a 
lek and a snort, plunged out his hind legs, tram- 
g for one moment upon the feet of the prostrate 
tfried, thereby causing him to 'shriek with agony, 
then galloped away riderless. 
Lway! aye, away! — away amid the green vine- 
9 and golden cornfields; away up the steep moun- 
, where he frightened the eagles in their eyries; 
down the clattering ravines, where the flashing 
cts tumble; away through the dark pine forests, 
the hungry wolves are howling; away over the 
wolds, where the wild wind walks alone; away 
h the plashing quagmires, where the will-o'-the 
dunk frightened among the reeds; away through 
vnd darkness, storm and sunshine; away by 
od town, highroad and hamlet. One^ «i. \xjLt\i* 
? would have detained him; b\it, \iBL, "W, V^ 

V 
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charged the 'pike, and cleared it at a bonnd. Once 
the Cologne Diligence stopped the way; he charged 
the Diligence, he knocked off the cap of the conductor 
on the roof, and yet galloped wildly, madly, furiously, 
irresistibly on! Brave horse! gallant steed! snordog 
child of Araby! On went the horse, over mountaiii8» 
rivers turnpikes, applewomen; and never stopped 
until he reached a livery-stable in Cologne, where his 
master was accustomed to put him up. 

CHAPTER VI. 

The coufession. 

But we have forgotten, meanwhile, that prostrate 
individual. Having examined the wounds in his side, 
legs, head, and throat, the old hermit (a skilful leech) 
knelt down by the side of the vanquished one, and said, 
" Sir Knight, it is my painful duty to state to you that 
you are in an exceedingly dangerous condition, and 
will not probably survive." 

"Say you so. Sir Priest? then 'tis time I make my 
confession — hearken you, priest, and you. Sir Knight, 
whoever you be." 

Sir Ludwig, (who, much affected by the scene, had 
been tying his horse up to a tree), lifted his visor and 
said, "Gottfried of Godesberg! I am the friend of thy 
kinsman, Margrave Karl, whose happiness thou hast 
ruined; I am the friend of his chaste and virtuous 
lady, whose fair fame thou hast belied; I am the god- 
father of young Count Otto, whose heritage thou 
wouldst basely have appropriated — therefore I met 
thee ia deadly figlit, and ovexcwHva ^^^.j ^jOLd have well 
nigh finished thee. Spesik on?' 
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"I have done all this," said the dying man, "and 
fcere, in my last hour, repent me. The Lady Theodora 
is a spotless lady; the youthful Otto the true son of his 
liliher — Sir Hildebrandt is not his father, but his uncle.*^ 

"Gracious Buffo! Celestial Bugo!" here said the 
hermit and the knight of Hombourg simultaneously, 
clasping their hands. 

"Yes, his uncle, but with the bar-sinister in his 
'scutcheon. Hence he could never be acknowledged 
by the family; hence, too, the Lady Theodora's spot- 
less purity (though, the young people had been brought 
Bp together) could never be brought to own the re- 
lationship." 

"May I repeat your confession?" asked the hermit. 

"With the greatest pleasure in life — carry my 
confession to the Margrave, and pray him give me 
pardon. Were there — a notary- public present," 
slowly gasped the knight, the film of dissolution 
glazing over his eyes, "I would ask — you — two — 
gentlemen to witness it. I would gladly — sign the 
deposition, that is if I could wr- wr-wr-wr-ite ! " A 
faint shuddering smile — a quiver, a gasp, a gurgle 
— the blood gushed from his mouth in black 
Folumes * * 

"He will never sin more," said the Hermit, so- 
lemnly. 

"May Heaven assoilzie him!" said Sir Ludwig. 
^Hermit, he was a gallant knight. lie died with har- 
ness on his back, and with truth on his lips; Ludwig 
irf Hombourg would ask no other death " * * * 

An hour afterwards the principal servants at the 
Castle of Godesber^ -were rather surprised to s^^ iVi^ 
wble Lord Louis trot into the court-yaxd ol tYi'fe c^^'^-j 
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with a companion on the crupper of his saddle. 'T wu 
the venerable hermit of Rolandseck, who, for the sab 
of greater celerity, had adopted this undignified con- 
veyance, and whose appearance and little dumpy le^E 
might well create hilarity among the ^^ pampered meniak" 
who are always found lounging about the houses oi 
the great. He skipped off the saddle with considerable 
lightness however; and Sir Ludwig, taking the re- 
verend man by the arm, and frowning the jeering ser- 
vitors into awe, ba^ them lead him to the presenoe 
of his Highness the Margrave. 

"What has chanced?" said the inquisitive servitor; 
"the riderless horse of Sir Gottfried was seen to gallop 
by the outer wall anon. The Margrave's Grace liaa 
never quitted your Lordship's chamber, and sits as 
one distraught." 

"Hold thy prate, knave, and lead us on." And sc 
saying, the knight and his Reverence moved into &« 
well-known apartment, where, according to the servitor'^ 
description, the wretched Margrave sate like a stone 

Ludwig took one of the kind broken-hearted man'i 
hands, the hermit seized the other, and began (but oi 
account of his great age, with a prolixity which w 
shall not endeavour to imitate) to narrate the event 
which we have already described. Let the dear reade 
fancy, the while his Reverence speaks, the glazed eye 
of the Margrave gradually lighting up with attentioi 
the flush of joy which mantles in his countenance - 
the start — the throb — the almost delirious outburi 
of hysteric exultation with which, when the who! 
truth was made known, he clasped the twomessengei 
of glad tidings to his breast, with an energy that a 
moat choked the aged recVus^X '•''^y^^^ tA^ 'OaNa.xsis^NK 
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to the Margravine — say I have wronged her, that 
it is all right, that she may come back — that I for- 
give her — that I apologise if you will" — and a 
secretary forthwith despatched a note to that effect, 
which was carried off by a fleet messenger. 

**Now write to the Superior of the monastery at 
Cologne, and bid him send me back my boy, my dar- 
ling, my Otto — my Otto of roses!" said the fond 
father, making the first play upon words he had ever 
attempted in his life. But what^v'ill not paternal love 
effect? The secretary (smiling at the joke) wrote 
another letter, and another fleet messenger was des- 
patched on another horse. 

"And now," said Sir Ludwig, playfully, "let us to 
lunch. Holy Hermit, are you for a snack?" 

The Hermit could not say nay on an occasion so 
festive, and the three gentles seated themselves to a 
plenteous repast, for which the remains of the feast of 
yesterday offered, it need not be said, ample means. 

"They will be home by dinner-time," said the 
exulting father, "Ludwig! reverend hermit! We will 
carry on till then;" and the cup passed gaily round, 
and the laugh and jest circulated, while the three 
happy friends sate confidentially awaiting the return of 
the Margravine and her son. 

But alas! said we not rightly at the commencement 
of a former chapter, that betwixt the lip and the raised 
wine-cup there is often many a spill? that our hopes 
are high, and often, too often vain? About three 
hours after the departure of the first messenger, he 
returned, and with an exceedingly long face knelt 
down and presented to the Margrave a billet to the 
followiDg* effect: 
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" SIR , " Convent of Nonnenwerth , Friday AfUmwm. 

** I have submitted too long to your Ill-usage , and sm dii 
po8<}d to bear It no more. I win no longer b« made the butt of year r&»l 
satire, and tiie object of your coarse abuse. Last week you threatened n 
with your cane ! On Tuesday last you threw a wine-decanter at me , whit 
hit the butler it is true, but the intention was evident. This morning, i 
the presence of all tlie servants, you called me by the most vile, abominab 
name, which, Ueaven forbid I should repeat! You dismissed me fro 
your house under a fahe accusation. Tou sent me to this odious eonvei 
to be immured for life. Be it so, I will not eome back, because forsooti 
you relent. Anything is better than a residence with a wicked, coars 
violent, intoxicated, brutal monster like yourself. I remain here for eve 
and blush to be obliged to sign myself 

^ "THEODORA VON GODESBERG." 

"P.S. I hope you do not intend to keep all my best gowaa, jewels, m 
wearing apparel; aB4 make no doubt you dismissed me from your houiei 
order to make way for some vile hussey , whose eyes I would like to tei 
out. "T.V.G." 



CHAPTER VII. 

The singular document, illustrative of the passioi 
of women at all times, and particularly of the mannci 
of the early ages, struck dismay into the h^art of tf 
Margrave. 

''Are her ladyship's insinuations correct?" askc 
the Hermit in a severe tone. "To correct a wife wi 
a cane is a venial, I may say a justifiable, practic 
but to fling a bottle at her, is a ruin both to i\ 
liquor and to her." 

"But she sent a cai*ving-knife at me first," sa 
the heart-broken husband. "Oh, jealousy, cursed je 
lousy, why, why did I ever listen to thy green ai 
yellow tongue?" * 

"They quarrelled, but they loved each other si 

cerely," wliispered Sir Ludwig to the Hermit, w' 

began to deliver fort\iwit\v a \^c\a«^ \3i^oti family di 

cord and marital authority, Yj\i\QVi \NW3i\.^Vwi^^'Rsc\.' 
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} hearers to sleep, but for the arrival of the second 
ssenger, whom the Margrave had despatched to 
logne for his son. This herald wore a still longer 
e than that of his comrade who preceded him. 

'^ Where is my darling?" roared the agonised pa- 
it. "Have ye brought him with ye?" 

"N — no," said the man, hesitating. 

'^I will flog the knave soundly when he oomes," 
ed the father, vainly endeavouring, under an asp- 
arance of sternness, to hide his inward emotion and 
idemess. 

^'Please your highness," said the messenger, ma- 
ig a desperate effort, "Count Otto is not at the 
invent." 

"Know ye, knave, where he is?" 

The swain solemnly said, "I do. He is there.*' 
) pointed as he spake to the broad Bhine that was 
m from the casement, lighted up by the magnificent 
es of sunset. 

^^ There! How mean ye there?** gasped the Mar- 
ive, wrought to a pitch of nervous fury. 

"Alas! my good lord, when he was in the boat 
ich was to conduct him to the Convent, he — he 
aped suddenly from it, and is dr — dr — owned." 

"Carry that knave out and hang him!" said the 
Tgrave, with a calmness more dreadful than any 
hurst of rage. "Let every man of the boat's crew 
blown from tlie mouth of the cannon on the tower 

except the coxswain, and let him be * * *" 

What was to be done with the coxswain, no one 
>ws; for at that moment, and overcome by his 
otion, the Margrave sunk down lii«U&^ qvl IVl^ 
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CHAPTER Vra. 

The Childe of Godesberg. 

It must be clear to the dullest intellect (if amon^ 
our dear readers we dare venture to presume that 
dull intellect should be found) that the cause of tl 
Margrave's fainting fit, described in the last chaptc 
was a groundless apprehension, on the part of th 
too solicitous and credulous nobleman, regarding tJ 
fate of his beloved child. No, young Otto was r 
drowned. Was ever hero of romantic story done 
death so early in the tale? Young Otto was r 
drowned. Had such been the case, the Lord Ma 
grave would infallibly have died at the close of t 
last chapter; and a few gloomy sentences at its clo 
would have denoted how the lovely Lady Theodc 
became insane in the Convent, and how Sir Lud\« 
determined, upon the demise of the old hermit (co 
sequent upon the shock of hearing the news), to ret 
to the vacant hermitage, and assume the robe, 1 
beard, the mortifications of the late venerable and sc 
tary ecclesiastic. Otto was not drowned, and all th( 
personages of our history are consequently alive and w« 
The boat containing the amazed young Count 
for he knew not the cause of his father's anger, a 
hence rebelled against the unjust sentence which 1 
Margrave had uttered — had not rowed many mil 
when the gallant boy rallied from his temporary si 
prise and despondency, and, determined not to b( 
slave in any convent of any order, determined to mi 
a desperate effbrt for escape. At a moment when i 
men were pulling hard against the tide, and Kuno, 
coxswain, was looking carduYV^ lo ^l^^r the barge I 
tween some dangerous xooka «i.\i^ q^yOb^^^cjA^.^ ^f^ 
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are frequently met with in the majestic though dan- 
gerous river, Otto gave a sudden spring from the 
boat, and with one single flounce was in the boiling, 
frothing, swirling eddy of the stream. 

Fancy the agony of the crew at the disappearance 
of their young lord! All loved him; all would have 
giveu their lives for him; but as they did not know 
how to swim, of course they declined to make any 
useless plunges in search of him, and stood on their 
oars in mute wonder and grief. Once^ his fair head 
and golden ringlets were seen to arise from the water; 
twice ^ puffing and panting, it appeared for an instant 
again; thrice^ it rose but for one single moment: it 
was the last chance, and it sunk, sunk, sunk. Knowing 
the reception they would meet with from their liege 
lord, the men naturally did not go home to Godes- 
berg, but putting in at the first creek on the opposite 
bank, fled into the Duke of Nassau's territory, where, as 
they have little to do with our tale, we will leave them. 

But they little knew how expert a swimmer was 
young Otto. He had disappeared, it is true; but why? 
because he had dived. He calculated that his con- 
ductors would consider him drowned, and the desire 
of liberty lending him wings, or we had rather say 
pi8^ in this instance, the gallant boy swam on beneath 
the water, never lifting his head for a single moment 
between Godesberg and Cologne — the distance being 
twenty-five or thirty miles. 

Escaping from observation, he landed on the Deutz 
side of the river, repaired to a comfortable and quiet 
hostel there, saying he had had an accident from a 
boat, and thus accounting for the moisture of his ha- 
biliments^ and whilo these were dr^ii^ "Vi^lot^ ^ ^^ 
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in his chamber went snnglj to bed, where he miued, 
not without amaze of the strange events of the day. 
^'This morning," thought he, ^'a noble and heir to a 
princely estate — this evening an outcast, with but* 
few bank-notes which my mamma luckily gave me o& 
my birthday. What a strange entry into life is ikas 
for a young man of my family! Well, I have courage 
and resolution; my first attempt in life has been a gal- 
lant and successful One; other dangers will be con- 
quered by similar bravery." And recommendmg him- 
self, his unhappy mother, and his mistaken fatiier U> 
the care of their patron saint, Saint Buffo, the gallant- 
hearted boy fell presently into such a sleep, as ovlj 
the young, the healthy, the innocent, and the extremely 
fatigued can enjoy. 

The fatigues of the day (and very few men Imt 
would be fatigued after swimming well nigh thirty 
miles under water) caused young Otto to sleep so pro- 
foundly, that he did not remark how, after Friday*B 
sunset, as a natural consequence, Saturday's Phoebus 
illumined the world, ay, and sunk at his appointed 
hour. The serving-maidens of the hostel peeping in, 
marked Jbim sleeping, and blessing him for a pretty 
youth, tripped lightly from the chamber; the boots 
tried haply twice or thrice to call him (as boots will 
fain), but the lovely boy, giving another snore, tiimed 
on his side, and was quite unconscious of the inter- 
ruption. In a word, the youth slept for six-and-thirty 
hours at an elongation; and the Sunday sun was shi- 
ning, and the bells of the hundred churches of Cologne 
were clinking and tolling in pious festivity, and the 
burghers and burgheresses o\ VXi^ lo^ti were trooping 
to vespers and morning servVe^ -s^Vaw O^Xa -^^^^^ 
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As he donned his clothes of the richest Grenoa vel- 
vet, the astonished boj could not at first account for 
his difficulty in putting them on. ''Many," said he, 
^^ these breeches that my blessed mother (tears filled 
his fine ejea as he thought of her), that my blessed 
mother had made long on purpose, are now ten inches 
too short for me! Whir-r-r! my coat cracks i' the 
back, as in vain I try to buckle it round me; and the 
sleeves reach no farther than my elbows! What is 
this mystery? Am I grown fat and tail in a single 
night? Ah! ah! ah! ah! I have it." 

The young and good-humoured Childe laughed 
merrily. He bethought him of the reason of his 
mistake: his garments had shrunk from being five-and- 
twenty miles under water. 

But one remedy presented itself to his mind; and 
that we need not say was to purchase new ones. In- 
quiring the way to the most genteel ready-made clothes' 
establishment in the city of Cologne, and finding it 
was kept in the Minoriten Strasse, by an ancestor of 
the celebrated Moses of London, the noble Childe hied 
him towards the emporium, but you may be sure did 
not neglect to perform his religious duties by the way. 
Entering the cathedral, he made straight for the shrine 
of Saint Bufib, and hiding himself behind a pillar 
there (fearing lest he might be recognised by the Arch- 
bishop, or any of his father's numerous friends in 
Cologne), he proceeded with his devotions, as was the 
practice ol the young nobles of the age. 

But though exceedingly intent upon the service, 
yet his eye could not refrain from wandering a little 
round about him, and he remarked with surprise that 
the whole church was filled willi ^0[i«c^% ^\AV^ 
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remembered, too, that he had seen in the streets niime- 
rous other bands of men similarly attired in green. 
On asking at the cathedral porch the cause of this 
assemblage, one of the green ones said (in a jape), 
"Marry, youngster, you must be green ^ not to know 
that we are all bound to the castle of His Grace Dnke 
Adolf of Cleves, who gives an archery meeting once a 
year, and prizes for which we toxophilites mnsttf 
strong." 

Otto, whose course hitherto had been undetermined, 
now immediately settled what to do. He straightway 
repaired to the ready-made emporium of Herr Moses, 
and bidding that gentleman furnish him with an archer's 
complete dress, Moses speedily selected a suit from 
his vast stock, which fitted the youth to a f, and we 
need not say was sold at an exceedingly moderate 
price. So attired (and bidding Herr Moses a cordial 
farewell), young Otto was a gorgeous, a noble, a soul- 
inspiring boy to gaze on. A coat and breeches o: 
the most brilliant pea-green, ornamented with a pro- 
fusion of brass buttons, and fitting him with exquisite 
tightness, showed off* a figure unrivalled for slim sym 
metry. ffis feet were covered with peaked buskins o 
buff leather, and a belt round his slender waist of thi 
same material, held his knife, his tobacco-pipe am 
pouch, and his long shining dirk, which, though th* 
adventurous youth had as yet only employed it t< 
fashion wicket-bails, or to cut bread-and-cheese , h 
was now quite ready to use against the enemy. Hi 
personal attractions were enhanced by a neat whit 
hat, flung carelessly and fearlessly on one side of hi 
open smiling countenance, and \i\a Ion^Vj halr.^ curliuj 
In ten tliousand yellow xinglets, i^^i on^vj V\^ ^qnjJA! 
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like golden epaulettes, and down his back as far as 
the waist-buttons of his coat. I warrant me, many a 
lovely Colnerian looked after the handsome Childe 
with anxiety, and dreamed that night of Cupid under 
the guise of "a bonny boy in green." 

So accoutred, the youth's next thought was, that 

he must supply himself with a bow. This he speedily 

purchased at the most fashionable bowyer's, and of the 

best material and make. It was of ivory, trimmed with 

piok ribbon, and the cord of silk. An elegant quiver, 

beautifully painted and embroidered, was slung across 

his back, with a dozen of the finest arrows, tipped with 

steel of Damascus, formed of the branches of the 

famous Upas-tree of Java, and feathered with the wings 

of the ortolan. These purchases being completed 

(together with that of a knapsack, dressing-case, change, 

&c.), our young adventurer asked where was the hostel 

at which the archers were wont to assemble? and 

being informed that it was at the sign of the Golden 

Stag, hied him to that house of entertainment, where, 

by calling for quantities of liquor and beer, he speedily 

made the acquaintance and acquired the good will of 

a company of his future comrades, who happened to 

be sitting in the cojQTee-room. 

After they had eaten and drunken for all. Otto said, 
addressing them, "When go ye forth, gentles? I am 
a stranger here, bound as you to the archery meeting 
of Duke Adolf, an ye will admit a youth into your 
company 'twill gladden me upon my lonely way?" 

The archers replied, "You seem so young and 
jolly, and you spend your gold so very like a gentle- 
man, that we '11 receive you in our band with pleasure^ 
Be xeadjTf for we atari at half-past XYfoV\ M\!Si^\,Vwa: 
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accordingly the whole joyons company prepared U 
move, and Otto not a little increased his popnlaritj 
among them by stepping out and having a cbnferwioc 
with the landlord, which caused the latter to coine into 
the room where the archers were assembled previons 
to departure, and to say, "Gentlemen, the bill is 
settled!" — words never ungrateful to an archer yet: 
no, marry, nor to a man of any other calling that I 
wot of. 

They marched joyously for several leagues, singing 
and joking, and telling of a thousand feats of love and 
chase and war. While thus engaged, scwne one remain- 
ed to Otto, that he was not dressed in the regnlar 
uniform, having no feathers in his hat. 

"I daresay I will find a feather," said the lad, 
smiling. 

Then another gibed because his bow was new. 

"See that you can use your old one as well, Master 
Wolfgang," said the undisturbed youth. His answers, 
his bearing, his generosity, his beauty, and his wit, 
inspired all his new toxophilite friends with interest 
and curiosity, and they longed to see whether his skil 
with the bow corresponded with their secret sympathiei 
for him. 

An occasion for manifesting this skill did not fai 
to present itself soon — as indeed it seldom does t 
such a hero of romance as young Otto was. Fat' 
seems to watch over such; events occur to them jus 
in the nick of time; they rescue virgins just as ogre 
are on the point of devouring them; they manage t 
be present at court and interesting ceremonies, and t 
see the most interesting "^oigJVe a\. >i]tv^ tcvo^^. voterestin 
moment; directly an ^AveBtAJcr^ \a xift^^^^^^ Virt "^^we 
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that adventare occurs, and I, for my part, have often 
wondered with delight (and never could penetrate the 
mystery of the subject) at the way in which that hum- 
blest of romance heroes, Signor Clown, when he wants 
anything in the Pantomime, straightway finds it to his 
hand. How is it that, — suppose he wishes to dress 
himself up like a woman for instance, that minute a 
coal-heaver walks in with a shovel hat that answers for 
a bonnet; at the very next instant a butcher*s lad pass- 
ing with a string of sausages and a bundle of bladders 
unconsciously helps Master Clown to a necklace and 
a toumure^ and so on through the whole toilet ? Depend 
upon it there is something we do not wot of in that 
mysterious overcoming of circumstances by great indi- 
viduals, that apt and wondrous conjuncture of the Hour 
and the Man; and so, for my part, when I heard the 
above remark of one of the archers, that Otto had 
never a feather in his bonnet, I felt sure that a heron 
would spring up in the next sentence to supply him 
with an aigrette. 

And such indeed was the fact; rising out of a 
morass by which the archers were passing, a gallant 
heron, arching his neck, swelling his crest, placing his 
legs behind hun, and his beak and red eyes against 
the wind, rose slowly, and offered the fairest mark in 
the world. . 

" Shoot, Otto," said one of the archers, "You would 
not shoot just now at a crow because it was a foul 
bird, nor at a hawk because it was a noble bird; bring 
us down yon heron. It flies slowly." 

But Otto was busy that moment tying his shoe- 
string, and Budolf, the third best of the archers .^ dioti 
a^ ihe bird aad missed it 
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"Shoot, Otto," said Wolfgang, a youth who h 
taken a liking to the young archer, "the hird is getti 
further and further." 

But Otto was busy that moment whittling a willoi 
twig he had just cut. Max, the second best arch( 
shot and missed. 

"Then," said Wolfgang, "I must try myself; 
plague on you, young Springald, you have lost a nob 
chance!" 

Wolfgang prepared himself with all his care, an 
shot at the bird. "It is out of distance," said h 
"and a murrain on the bird!" 

Otto, who by this time had done whittling h 
willow stick (having carved a capital caricature 
Wolfgang upon it) flung the twig down and said car 
lessly, "Out of distance! Pshaw! We have two m 
nutes yet," and fell to asking riddles and cutting joke 
to the which none of the archers listened, as they we 
all engaged, their noses in air, watching the retrea 
ing bird. 

"Where shall I hit him?" said Otto. 

"Go to," said Rudolf, "thou canst see no limb 
him, he is no bigger than a flea." 

"Here goes for his right eye!" said Otto; a 
stepping forward in the English manner, (which 1 
godfather having learnt in Palestine, had taught hir 
he brought his bow-string to his ear, took a good a 
allowing for the wind, and calculating the parabola 
a nicety, whizz! his arrow went off*. 

He took up the willow twig again and began a 
ring a head of Rudolf at the other end, chatting a 
laughing, and singing a baWa^ Wi^ >N\v\kft, 

The archers, alter stan^m^ «k, \otl% Myccl^ Vi^ 
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skywards with their noses in the air, at last brought 
them down from the perpendicular to the horizontal 
position, and said, "Pooh, this lad is a humbug! The 
arrrow 's lost, let 's go!" 

*'^ Heads V^ cried Otto, laughing. A speck was seen 
rapidly descending from the heavens; it grew to be as 
big as a crown-piece, then as a partridge, then as a 
tea-kettle, and flop! down fell a magnificent heron to 
the ground, flooring poor Max in its fall. 

"Take the arrow out of his eye, Wolfgang," said 
Otto, without looking at the bird, "wipe it and put it 
back into my quiver." The arrow indeed was there, 
having penetrated right through the pupil. 

"Are you in league with Der Freischiitz?" said 
Rudolf, quite amazed. 

Otto laughingly whistled the "Huntsman's Chorus," 
and said, "No, my friend. It was a lucky shot, only 
a lucky shot. I was taught shooting, look you, in 
the fashion of merry England, where the archers are 
archers indeed." 

And so he cut off" the heron's wing for a plume 
for his hat; and the archers walked on, much amazed, 
and saying, "What a wonderful country that merry 
England must be!" 

Far from feeling any envy at their comrade's suc- 
cess, th^ jolly archers recognised his superiority with 
pleasure; and Wolfgang and Rudolf especially held 
out their hands to the younker, and besought the 
honour of his friendship. They continued their walk 
all day, and when night fell made choice of a good 
hostel you may be sure, where over beer, punch. 
Champagne, and eYcry luxury, they dtawk 1q \JDifc 
health of the Duke of Cleyes, and indeeSi ^a^ oVJc^s^^ 
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healths all round. Next day they resumed their 
inarch, and continued it without interruption, except 
to take in a supply of victuals here and there (and it 
was found on these occasions that Otto, young as he 
was, could eat four times as much as the oldest archer 
present, and drink to correspond) and these continued 
refreshments having given them more than ordinary 
strength, they determined on making rather a long 
march of it, and did not halt till after nightfall at the 
gates of the little town of Windeck. 

What was to be done? the town-gates were shut 
"Is there no hostel, no castle where we can sleep?" 
asked Otto of the sentinel at the gate. "I am so 
hungry that in lack of better food I think I could eat 
my grandmamma." 

The sentinel laughed at this hyperbolical expres- 
sion of hunger, and said, "You had best go sleep at 
the Castle of Windeck yonder;" and adding with a 
peculiarly knowing look, "Nobody will disturb you 
there." 

At that moment the moon broke out from a cloud, 
and showed on a hill hard by a castle indeed — but 
the skeleton of a castle. The roof was gone, the 
windows were dismantled, the towers were tumbling, 
and the cold moonlight pierced it through and through. 
One end of the building was, however, still covered 
in, and stood looking still more frowning, vast, and 
gloomy, even than the other part of the edifice. 

"There is a lodging, certainly," said Otto to the 
sentinel, who pointed towards the castle with his bar- 
tizan; "but tell me, good fellow, what are we to do 
lor a supper?" 

"0 the castellan oi Wm^edi ^^^ «i\Kt\wa^ ^^\j^" 



A LEGEND OP THE RHINE.' 117 

said the man-at-arms with a grin, and marched up 
the embrasure, the while the archers, taking counsel 
among themselves, debated whether or not they should 
take up their quarters in the gloomy and deserted 
edifice. 

"We shall get nothing but an owl for supper 
there,*' said young Otto. "Marry, lads, let us storm 
the town; we are thirty gallant fellows, and I have 
heard the garrison is not more than three hundred." 
But the rest of the party thought such a way of get- 
ting supper was not a very cheap one, and, grovelling 
knaves, perf erred rather to sleep ignobly and without 
victuals, than dare the assault with Otto and die, or 
conquer something comfortable. 

One and all then made their way towards the 
castle. They entered its vast and silent halls, frighten- 
ing the owls and bats that fled before them with 
hideous hootings and flappings of wings, and passing 
by a multiplicity of mouldy stairs, dank reeking roofs, 
and ricketty corridors, at last came to an apartment 
which, dismal and dismantled as it was, appeared to 
be in rather better condition than the neighbouring 
chambers, and they therefore selected it as their place 
of rest for the night. They then tossed up which 
should mount guard. The first two hours of watch 
fell to Otto, who was to be succeeded by his young 
though humble friend Wolfgang; and, accordingly, the 
Childe of Godesberg, drawing his dirk, began to pace 
upon his weary round; while his comrades, by various 
gradations of snoring, told how profoundly they slept, 
spite of their lack of supper. 

*Tis needless to say what were the thoughts of 
the noble Cbilde as be performed his Iyjo \io\xt^^ \^^\.^\ 
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what gushing memories poured into his full soul; 
what "sweet and bitter" recollections of home inspired 
his throbbing heart; and what manly aspirations after 
fame buoyed him up. "Youth is ever confident," says 
the bard. Happy, happy season! The moon-lit hours 
passed by on silver wings, the twinkling stars looked 
friendly down upon him. Confiding in their youthful 
sentinel, sound slept the valorous toxophilites, as up 
and down, and there and back again, marched on the 
noble Childe. At length his repeater told him, much 
to his satisfaction, that it was half-past eleven, the 
hour when his watch was to cease, and so giving a 
playful kick to the slumbering Wolfgang, that good- 
humoured fellow sprung up from his lair, and, drawing 
his sword, proceeded to relieve Otto. 

The latter laid him down for warmth's sake in the 
very spot which his comrade had left, and for some 
time could not sleep. Realities and visions then began 
to mingle in his mind, till he scarce knew which was 
which. He dozed for a minute; then he woke with a 
start; then he went off" again; then woke up again. 
In one of these half-sleeping moments he thought he 
saw a figure, as of a woman in white, sliding into the 
room, and beckoning Wolfgang from it. He looked 
again. Wolfgang was gone. At that moment twelve 
o'clock clanged from the town, and Otto started up. 

CHAPTER IX. 

The Lady of Windeck. 

As the bell with iron tongue called midnight, Wolf- 
gang the Archer, pacing on his watch, beheld before 
him a pale female figure. He did not know whence 
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she came: but there suddenly she stood close to him. 
Her blue, clear, glassy eyes were fixed upon him. Her 
form was of faultless beauty; her face pale as the marble 
o! the fairy statue, ere yet the sculptor's love had given 
it life. A smile played upon her features, but it was 
no warmer than the reflection of a moonbeam on a lake ; 
and yet it was wondrous beautiful. A fascination stole 
over the senses of young Wolfgang. He stared at the 
lovely apparition with fixed eyes and distended jaws. 
She looked at him with ineffable archness. She lifted 
one beautifully rounded alabaster arm, and made a sign 
as to beckon him towards her. Did Wolfgang — the 
young and lusty Wolfgang — follow? Ask the iron 
whether it follows the magnet? — ask the pointer 
whether it pursues the pai*tridge through the stubble? 
— ask the youth whether the loUypop - shop does not 
attract him? Wolfgang did follow. An antique door 
opened as if by magic. There was no light, and yet 
they saw quite plain; they passed through the innume- 
rable ancient chambers, and yet they did not wake any 
of the owls and bats roosting there. We know not 
through how many apartments the young couple pass- 
ed; but at last they came to one where a feast was 
prepared; and on an antique table, covered with mas- 
sive silver, covers were laid for two. The lady took 
her place at one end of the table, and with her sweetest 
nod beckoned Wolfgang to the other seat. He took it. 
The table was small, and their knees met. He felt as 
cold in his legs as if he were kneeling against an 
ice-well. 

"Gallant archer," said she, "you must be hungry 
after your day's march. What supper will you have? 
ShaU it be a delicate lobster -salad"? ox a ?C\^ ^\ ^'^^ 
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gant tripe and onions? or a slice of boar's -head 
truffles? or a Welsh rabbit, a la cave au cidref ( 
beefsteak and shallot? or a couple of rognons a la 
chette? Speak, brave bowyer: you have but to ord 

As there was nothing on the table but a cov< 
silver dish, Wolfgang thought that the lady who ] 
posed such a multiplicity of delicacies to him was < 
laughing at him; so he determined to try her ^ 
something extremely rare. 

"Fair princess," he said, "I should like very n 
a pork-chop and some mashed potatoes." 

She lifted the cover: there was such a pork-( 
as Simpson never served, with a dish of mashed p 
toes that would have formed at least six portion 
our degenerate days in Rupert-street. 

When he had helped himself to these delicacies, 
lady put the cover on the dish again, and watched 
eating with interest. He was for some time too r 
occupied with his own food to remark that his ( 
panion did not eat a morsel; but big as it was. 
diop was soon gone; the shining silver of his ] 
was scraped quite clean with his knife, and, heavi 
great sigh, he confessed a humble desire for somet 
to drink. 

"Call for what you like, sweet Sir," said the ] 
lifting up a silver fillagree bottle, with an India-ru 
cork, ornamented with gold. 

"Then," said Master Wolfgang — for the fell 
tastes were, in sooth, very humble — "I call for 
and-half." According to his wish, a pint of that 
cious beverage was poured from the bottle, foan 
into bis beaker. 

Having emptied tHs aV. a ^m^v^ ^«A^^< 
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ittt on his conscience it was the hest tap he ever knew 
a his life, the young man felt his appetite renewed; 
ind it is imposihle to say how many different dishes 
le called for. Only enchantment, he was afterwards 
beard to declare (though none of his friends believed 
him) could have given him the appetite he possessed 
on that extraordinary night. He called for another 
pork-chop and potatoes, then for pickled salmon; then 
lie thought he would try a devilled turkey -wing. "I 
adore the devil," said he. 

"So do I," said the pale lady, with unwonted 
animation, and the dish was served straightway. It 
was succeeded by black-puddings, tripe, toasted cheese, 
and — what was most remarkable — every one of the 
&hes which he desired came from under the same sil- 
ver cover — which circumstance, when he had partaken 
of about fourteen different articles , he began to find 
'ather mysterious. 

"Oh," said the pale lady, with a smile, "the mystery 
u easily accounted for: the servants hear you, and the 
kitchen is below,''* But this did not account for the 
^Banner in which more half-and-half, bitter ale, punch 
(koth gin and rum), and even oil and vinegar, which 
ie took with cucumber to his salmon, came out of the 
self- same bottle from which the lady had first poured 
OQt his pint of half-and-half. 

"There are more things in heaven and earth, Vo- 
•ado," said his arch entertainer, when he put this 
fnestion to her, "than are dreamt of in your philo- 
ophy;" and, sooth to say, the archer was by this time 
a such a state, that he did not find anything wonder- 
iil more. 
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"Are you happy, dear youth?" said the lady, as, 
after his collation, he sank back in his chair. 

"Oh, Miss, aint I!" was his interrogative and yet' 
affirmative reply. 

"Should you like such a supper every night, Wolf- 
gang?" continued the pale one. 

"Why, no;" said he — "no, not exactly; not every 
night: some nights I should like oysters." 

"Dear youth," said she, "be but mine, and yon 
may have them all the year round!" The unhi^py 
boy was too far gone to suspect anything, otherwise 
this extraordinary speech would have told him that he 
was in suspicious company. A person who can offer 
oysters all the year round can live to no good purpose. 

"Shall I sing you a song, dear archer?" said the 
lady. "Sweet love!" said he, now much excited, 
"strike up, and I will join the chorus." 

She took down her mandolin, and commenced a 
ditty. 'T was a sweet and wild one. It told how a 
lady of high lineage, cast her eyes on a peasant page; 
it told how nought could her love assuage, her suitor's 
wealth and her father's rage: it told how the youth did 
his foes engage; and at length they went off in the 
Gretna stage, the high-bom dame and the peasant page. 
Wolfgang beat time, waggled his head, sung wofully 
out of tune as the song proceeded; and if he had not 
been too intoxicated with love and other excitement, 
he would have remarked how the pictures on the wall, 
as the lady sung, began to waggle their heads too, 
and nod and grin to the music. The song ended, I 
am the lady of high lineage: Archer, will you be the 
peasant page? 

"I 'JJ follow you to t\i^ eieviW ^«A^ 0&^^%. 
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"Come," replied the lady, glaring wildly on him 
— "come to the chapel; we'll be married this mi- 
lute!" 

She held out her hand — Wolfgang took it. It 
WBS cold, damp — deadly cold; and on they went to 
he chapel. 

As they passed out, the two pictures over the waU, 
of a gentleman and lady, tripped lightly out of their 
frames, skipped noiselessly down to the ground, and 
making the retreating couple a profound curtsey and 
bow, took the places which they had left at the 
table. 

Meanwhile the young couple passed on towards 
the chapel, threading innumerable passages, and pass- 
ing through chambers of great extent. As they came 
along, all the portraits on the wall stepped out of their 
frames to follow them. One ancestor, of whom there 
Was only a bust, frowned in the greatest rage, because, 
having no legs, his pedestal would not move; and se- 
veral sticking-plaster profiles of the former lords of 
^mdeck looked quite black at being, for similar rea- 
sons, compelled to keep their places. However, there 
Was a goodly procession formed behind Wolfgang and 
his bride; and by the time they reached the church, 
^ had near a hundred followers. 

The church was splendidly illuminated; the old 
banners of the old knights glittered as they do at 
Droiy Lane. The organ set up of itself to play the 
Bridesmaid's Chorus. The choir- chairs were filled with 
people in black. 

"Come, love," said the pale lady. 
"I don't see the parson," exclaimed Wolfgang, 
Bpite of himself rather alarmed. 
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^'Oh, the parson! that's the easiest thing i 
world! I say, Bishop!" said the lady, stooping < 

Stooping down — and to what? Why, upc 
word and honour, to a great brass plate on the 
over which they were passing, and on which wi 
graven the figure of a bishop — and a very ugly bi 
too — with crosier and mitre, and lifted finge: 
which sparkled the episcopal ring. "Do, my 
lord, come and marry us, " said the lady, with a 
which shocked the feelings of her bridegroom. 

The Bishop got up; and directly he rose, a 
who was sleeping under a large slate near him, 
bowing and cringing up to him; while a canon < 
cathedral (whose name was Schidnischmidt) 1 
grinning and making fun at the pair. The cere 
was begun, and * ******* 

As the clock struck twelve, young Otto boi 
up, and remarked the absence of his companion ' 
gang. The idea he had had, that his friend disapp 
in company with a white-robed female, struck him 
and more. "I will follow them," said he; and, c 
to the next on the watch (old Snozo, who was 
unwilling to forego his sleep), he rushed away l 
door through which he had seen Wolfgang an 
temptress take their way. 

That he did not find them was not his fault, 
castle was vast, the chamber dark. There w 
thousand doors, and what wonder that, after h 
once lost sight of them, the intrepid Childe shoul 
be able to follow in their steps? As might b 
pected, he took tlie 'wtoii^ ^oot., %xid wandered 
least three hours abowt Wi^ ^^tV ^TiQ.To\ssKia. ^ 
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caBtle, calling out Wolfgang's name to the careless and 
indifferent echoes, knocking his young shins against 
the ruins scattered in the darkness, but still with a 
ipirit entirely undaunted, and a firm resolution to 
aid his absent comrade. Brave Otto! thy exertions 
were rewarded at last! 

For he lighted at length upon the very apartment 
where Wolfgang had partaken of supper, and where 
Ihe old couple who had been in the picture-frames, 
and turned out to be the lady's father and mother, 
were now sitting at the table. 

^'Well, Bertha has got a husband at last," said the 
lady. 

"After waiting four hundred and fifty-three years 
for one, it was quite time," said the gentleman. (He 
was dressed in powder and a pigtail, quite in the old 
bhion.) 

"The husband is no great things," continued the 
lady, taking snuff: "A low fellow, my dear: a butcher's 
son, I believe. Did you see how the wretch ate at 
wipper? To think my daughter should have to marry 
an archer!'! 

"There are archers and archers," said the old 
Hum. "Some archers are snobs, as your ladyship 
states; some, on the contrary, are gentlemen by birth, 
at least, though not by breeding. Witness young 
Otto, the Landgrave of Godesberg's son, who is listen- 
ing at the door like a lackey, and whom I intend 
to run through the — " 

"Law, Baron!" said the lady. 

"I will, though," replied the Baron, drawing an 
mmenBe sword, and glanng round at Otto; but tbovx^ 
i the sight oitiiat sword and that sco^wl a \fte«» N«Xoto\3a» 
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youth would have taken to his heels, the undan 
Childe advanced at once into the apartment. He i 
round his neck a relic of St. Buffo (the tip oi 
saint's ear, which had been cut off at Constantino 
"Fiends! I command you to retreat!" said he, h 
ing up this sacred charm, which his mamma hat lai 
ed on him; and at the sight of it, with an uneai 
yell, the ghost of the Baron and the Baroness spi 
back into their picture-frames, as Clown goes thrc 
a clock in a pantomime. 

He rushed through the open door by which 
unlucky Wolfgang had passed with his demoniacal h 
and went on and on through the vast gloomy cham 
lighted by the ghastly moonshine: the noise of 
organ in the chapel, the lights in the kaleidosc 
windows, directed him towards that edifice. He rui 
to the door: 't was barred! He knocked: the bea 
were deaf. He applied his inestimable relic to 
lock, and — • whizz! crash! clang! bang! whang 
the gate flew open! the organ went off in a fugiK 
the lights quivered over the tapers, and then wen 
towards the ceiling — the ghosts assembled rUi 
away with a skurry and a scream — the bride hoT 
and vanished — the fat bishop waddled back undei 
brass plate — the dean flounced down into his fa 
vault — and the canon Schidnischmidt, who was 
king a joke, as usual, on the bishop, was oblige 
stop at the very point of his epigram, and to disap 
into the void whence he came. 

Otto fell fainting at the porch, while Wolfi 

tumhled lifeless down at the altar-steps; and in 

situation the archers, yAi^ti Vlcie^ «ixtvi^^^ \RrQ5At^< 

youths. They were resMSCvUX-e^', ^"^ n^^ ^^^^v 
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ay; but when, in incoherent accents, they came to 
ell their wondrous tale, some sceptics among the 
jTchers said — "Pooh! they were intoxicated!" while 
»1iiers, nodding their older heads, exclaimed — ^^They 
\ave seen the Lady of Windeckr' and recalled the stories 
>f many other young men, who, inveigled by her 
leyilish arts , had not been so lucky as Wolfgang, and 
lad disappeared — for ever I 

This adventure bound Wolfgang heai*t and soul to 
his gallant preserver; and the archers — it being now 
morning, and the cocks crowing lustily round about 
— pursued their way without farther delay to the 
eastle of the noble patron of Toxophilites , the gallant 
Duke of Cleves. 



CHAPTER X. 

The battle of the Bowmen. 

Although there lay an inunense number of castles 
and abbeys between Windeck and Cleves, for every one 
of which the guide-books have a legend and a ghost, 
who might, with the commonest stretch of ingenuity, 
be made to waylay our adventurers on the road; yet, 
as the journey would be thus almost interminable, let 
ns cut it short by saying that the travellers reached 
Cleves without any farther accident, and found the 
place thronged with visitors for the meeting next day. 

And here it would be easy to describe the company 
vhich arrived, and make display of antiquarian lore. 
I^ow we would represent a cavalcade of knights arri- 
ving, with their pages carrying their shining helms of 
^Id, and the stout esquires, bearers of lance and 
4uwer. Anon would arrive a fat abbot OTx\ia jwsM^^ 
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pad, surrounded by the white-robed companioiiB of hii 
convent. Here should come the gleemen and jongleun, 
the minstrels, the moimtebanks, the party - coloured 
gipsies, the dark -eyed nut-brown Zigeunerinnen; then 
a troop of peasants, chanting Rhine -songs, and leading 
in their ox-drawn carts the peach -cheeked girls from 
the vine -lands. Next we would depict ^e litten 
blazoned with armorial bearings, from between the 
broidered curtains of which peeped out the swan -like 
necks and the haughty faces of the blonde ladies of 
the castles. But for these descriptions we have not 
space; and the reader is referred to the account of the 
tournament in the ingenious novel of Ivanhoe, ^ere 
the above phenomena are described at length. Suffice 
it to say, that Otto and his companions arrived at the 
town of Cleves, and, hastening to a hostel, reposed 
themselves after the day's march, and prepared them 
for the encounter of the morrow. 

That morrow came; and as the sports were to begin 
early, Otto and his comrades hastened to the field, . 
armed with their best bows and arrows, you may be 
sure, and eager to distinguish themselves, as were the 
multitude of other archers assembled. They were from 
all neighbouring countries — crowds of English, M 
you may fancy, armed with Murray's guide-books, 
troops of chattering Frenchmen, Jews with roulette- 
tables, Frankfort and Tyrolese, with gloves and trin- 
kets — all hied towards the field where the butts were 
set up, and the archery practice was .to be held. The 
Childe and his brother archers were, it need not be 
said, early on the ground. 

But what words oi mm'ei Ci«ccL ^^%mh^ the young 
gentleman's emotion 'wViftii^ i^x^^i^^^^Wj ^Xmse!^^ 
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trumpets, bagpipes, ophideides, and other wind instru- 
ments, the Prince ofCleves appeared with the Princess 
Helen, his daughter? And, ah! what expressions of my 
humble pen can do justice to the beauty of that young 
lady? Fancy every charm which decorates the person, 
every virtue which ornaments the mind, every accom- 
plishment which renders charming mind and charming 
person doubly charming, and then you will have but 
ft faint and feeble idea of the beauties of her highness 
the Princess Helen. Fancy a complexion such as they 
Bay (I know not with what justice) Rowland's Kalydor 
imparts to the users of that cosmetic; fancy teeth, to 
which orient pearls are like Wallsend coals; eyes, 
niiich were so blue, tender, and bright, that while they 
Urn you through with their lustre, they healed you 
with their kindness; a neck and waist, so ravishingly 
ilender and graceful, that the least that is said about 
ftem the better; a foot which -fell upon the flowers 
no heavier than a dewdrop — and this charming person, 
•et off by the most elegant toilet that ever milliner 
devised! The lovely Helen's hair (which was as black 
as the finest varnish for boots) was so long, that it 
Was borne on a cushion several yards behind her by 
the maidens of her train; and a hat,, set off with moss- 
roses, sun-flowers, bugles, birds of paradise, gold lace, 
and pink ribbon, gave her a distingue air, which would 
have set the editor of the Morning Post mad with love. 
It had exactly the same effect upon the noble 
Childe of Godesberg, as leaning on his ivory bow, 
with his legs crossed, he stood and gazed on her, as 
Cnpid gazed on Psyche. Their eyes met: it was all 
over with both oi them. A blush, came^ a.1 ow^ ^\n.^ 
ibe same minute budding to the c\ieeV ol ^\W^Kt« ^ 
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simultaneous throb beat in those young hearts! 1 
loved each other for ever from that instant. Otto 
stood, cross-legged, enraptured, leaning on his i 
bow; but Helen, calling to a maiden for her poc 
handkerchief, blew her beautiful Grecian nose in 
to hide her agitation. Bless ye, bless ye, pretty ones ! '. 
old now; but not so old but that I kindle at the tale of 1 
Theresa Mac Whirter too has lived and loved. Hei| 

Who is that chief that stands behind the ti 
whereon are seated the Princess and the stout old 1 
her father? Who is he whose hair is of the can 
hue? whose eyes, across a snubby bunch of a n 
are perpetually scowling at each other; who ha 
hump-back, and a hideous mouth, surrounded ^ 
bristles, and crammed full of jutting yellow odi 
teeth. Although he wears a sky-blue doublet la 
with silver, it only serves to render his vulgar pun 
figure doubly ridiculous; although his nether garm 
is of salmon-coloured velvet, it only draws the m 
attention to his legs, which are disgustingly croo! 
and bandy. A rose-coloured hat, with towering p 
green ostrich plumes, looks absurd on his bull he 
and though it is time of peace, the wretch is am 
with a multiplicity of daggers, knives, yataghans, dii 
sabres, and scimitars, which testify his truculent 1 
bloody disposition. ' T is the terrible Rowsky 
Donnerblitz, Margrave of Eulenschreckenstein. Rep 
says he is a suitor for the hand of the lovely He! 
He addresses various speeches of gallantry to 1 
and grins hideously as he thrusts his disgusting h( 
over her lily shoulder. But she turns away from hi 
turns and shudders — aye, as she would at a black do 

Otto stands gazing still, and leaning on his b< 
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"What is the prize?" asks one archer of another. 
There are two prizes — a velvet cap, embroidered by 
the hand of the Princess, and a chain of massive gold, 
of enormous valne; both lie on cushions before her. 

*'I know which I shall choose, when I win the first 
prize," says a swarthy, savage, and bandy-legged 
archer, who bears the owl gules on a black shield, the 
cognisance of the Lord Rowsky de Donnerblitz. 

"Which, fellow?" says Otto, turning fiercely upon 
him. 

"The chain, to be sure!" says the leering archer. 
"Ton do not suppose I am such a fiat as to choose 
that velvet gimcrack there?" Otto laughed in scorn, 
and began to prepare his bow. The trumpets sounds 
ing proclaimed that the sports were about to commence,' 
Is it necessary to describe them? No: that has al- 
ready been done in the novel of Ivanhoe, before men- 
tioned. Fancy the archers clad in Lincoln green, all 
doming forward in turn, and firing at the targets. Some 
hit, some missed; those that missed were fain to retire 
amidst the jeers of the multitudinous spectators. Those 
that hit began new trials of skill; but it was easy to 
see, from the first, that the battle lay between Squintoff 
(the Eowsky archer) and the young hero, with the 
golden hair and the ivory bow. Squintoff's fame as a 
marksman was known throughout Europe; but who 
was his young competitor? Ah! there was one heart 
in the assembly that beat most anxiously to know. 
'T was Helen's. 

The crowning trial arrived. The bull's-eye of the 
tai^t, set up at three quarters of a mile distance from 
the archers, was so small, that it required a very clever 
man Indeed to see, much more to hit it*, aad. «&^^3(pc^VJS. 



182 ^ LEGEND OF THE BfilNB. 

was selecting his arrow for the final trial, the Rows 
flung a purse of gold towards his archer, saying 
"Squintoff, an ye win the prize, the purse is thin( 
"I may as well pocket it at once, your honour," said t 
bowman, with a sneer at Otto. "This young chi( 
who has been lucky as yet, will hardly hit such 
mark as that;" and, taking his aim, Squintoff d 
charged his arrow right into the very middle of t 
bull's-eye. 

"Can you mend that, young springald?" said 1 
as a shout rent the air at his success, as Helen turn 
pale to think that the champion of her secret hei 
was likely to be overcome, and as Squintoff, pocb 
ing the Rowsky's money, turned to the noble boy 
Godesberg. 

"Has anybody got a pea?" asked the lad. Evei 
body laughed at his droll request; and an old womi 
who was selling porridge in the crowd, handed h 
the vegetable which he demanded. It was a dry a 
yellow pea. Otto, stepping up to the target, caus 
Squintoff to extract his arrow from the bull's-eye, a 
placed in the orifice made by the steel point of 1 
shaft, the pea which he had received from the old ifi 
man. He then came back to his place. As he p: 
pared to shoot, Helen was so overcome by emoti( 
that 'twas thought she would have fainted. Nev 
never had she seen a being so beautiful as the you 
hero now before her! 

He looked almost divine. He flung back his Ic 

clusters of hair from his bright eyes and tall forehe 

the blush of health mantled on his cheek, from wh 

the barber's weapon had iievet ^crc^ \k^ ^own. 

took bis bow, and one oi \xis moaX ^\^%^\iJ^ ^Tt^^^^ 
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oising hiinself lightly on his right leg, he flung him- 
df forward, raising his left leg on a level with his 
«r. He looked like Apollo, as he stood balancing 
umself there. He discharged his dart from the thrum- 
ning bowstring: it clove the blue air — whizz! 

^^ffe has split the pea! ^* said the Princess, and faint- 
ed. The Rowsky, with one eye, hurled an indignant 
look at the boy, while with the other, he levelled (if 
aught so crooked can be said to level anything) a fu- 
rioas glance at his archer. 

The archer swore a sulky oath. "He is the better 
man!" said he. "I suppose, young chap, you take 
the gold chain?" 

"The gold chain?" said Otto. "Prefer a gold 
chain to a cap worked by your august hand? Never!" 
and, advancing to the balcony where the Princess, who 
BOW came to herself, was sitting, he kneeled down be- 
fcre her, and received the velvet cap, which, blushing 
as scarlet as the cap itself, the Princess Helen placed 
on his golden ringlets. Once more their eyes met — 
their hearts thrilled. They had never spoken, but they 
knew they loved each other for ever. 

"Wilt thou take service with the Rowsky of Donner- 
)Ktz?" said that individual to the youth. "Thou shalt 
)e captain of my archers in place of yon blundering 
tincompoop, whom thou hast overcome." 

"Yon blundering nincompoop is a skilful and gal- 
ant archer," replied Otto, haughtily; "and I will not 
ake service with the Rowsky of Donnerblitz." 

"Wilt thou enter the household of the Prince of 
Aleves?" said the father of Helen, laughing, and not 
t little amused at the haughtiness oi tVvek Wtofcl^ ^x^\vs?t . 

^^I would die tor the Duke of CUvea au^hU t^'^wi^^ 
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said Otto, bowing low. He laid a particular and i 
tender emphasis on the word family. Helen knew ^diat 
he meant. She was the family. In fact, her motto 
was no more, and her papa had no other offspring. 

"What is thy name, good fellow?" said the Prince, 
that my steward may enrol thee. 

"Sir," said Otto, again blushing, "I am Otto the 

CHAPTER XI. 

The martyr of love. 

The archers who had travelled in company with young 
Otto, gave a handsome dinner in compliment to the 
success of our hero; at which his friend distinguished 
himself as usual in the eating and drinking department 
Squintoff, the Rowsky bowman, declined to attend, so 
great was the envy of the brute at the youthful hero*8 
superiority. As for Otto himself, he sate on the right 
hand of the chairman, but it was remarked that he 
could not eat. Gentle reader of my page! thou 
knowest why full well. He was too much in love to 
have any appetite; for though I myself, when labour- 
ing under that passion, never found my consumption 
of victuals diminish, yet remember our Otto was a hero 
of romance, and they iiever are hungry when they're 
in love. 

The next day, the young gentleman proceeded to 
enrol himself in the corps of Archers of the Prince of 
Cleves, and with him came his attached squire, who 
vowed he never would leave him. As Otto threw 
aside his own elegant dress, and donned the livery of 
the House of Cleves, tlie noVA^ C\sSA^ ^x^'^^ tl^^. «. 
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'twas a splendid uniform 'tis tme, but still it 
livery, and one of his proud spirit Ul bears 
8 cognizances. "They are the colours of the 
, however," said he, consoling himself; "and 
ffering would I not undergo for herV* As for 
ig, the squire, it may well be supposed that 
-natured, low-born fellow, had no such scruples; 
vas glad enough to exchange for the pink hose, 
ow jacket, the pea -green cloak, and orange- 
lat, with which the Duke's steward supplied 
e homely patched doublet of green which he 
•n for years past. 

ok at yon two archers," said the Prince of 
to his guest the Rowsky of Donnerblitz, as 
;re strolling on the battlements after dinner, 
; their cigars as usual. His Highness pointed 
wo young friends, who were mounting guard 
first time. "See yon two bowmen — mark 
aring! One is the youth who beat thy Squin- 
I t'other, an I mistake not, won the third prize 
utts. Both wear the same uniform — the co- 
rny house — yet, would'st not swear that the 
} but a churl, and the other a noble gentle- 

lich looks like the nobleman?" said the Rowsky, 
: as thunder. 

hiM why young Otto, to be sure," said the 
s Helena, eagerly. The young lady was fol- 
the pair, but under pretence of disliking the 
Df the cigar, she had refused the Rowsky's 
i arm, and was loitering behind with her 

iterposition in favour of her yo\mg^to\.fe%fe^'si:^ 
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made the black and jealous Rowsky more ill-hnmonred. 
"How long is it, Sir Prince of Cleves," said he, **<liat 
the churls who wear your livery permit themselyes ta 
wear the ornaments of noble knights? What butB 
noble dare wear ringlets such as yon springald's? Ho, 
archer!" roared he, "come hither, fellow." And Otto 
stood before him. As he came, and presenting arms 
stood respectfully before the Prince and his savage 
guest, he looked for one moment at the lovely Helena 
— their eyes met, their hearts beat simultaneously: 
and, quick, two little blushes appeared in the cheek 
of either. I have seen one ship at sea answering 
another's signal so. 

While they are so regarding each other let us just 
remind our readers of the great estimation in which 
the hair was held in the North. Only nobles were 
permitted to wear it long. When a man disgraced 
himself, a shaving was sure to follow. Penalties were 
inflicted upon villains or vassals, who sported ringlets. 
See the works of Aurelius Tonsor; Hirsutus de No- 
bilitate Capillari; Rolandus de Oleo Macassai^i; Schnurr- 
bart Frisirische Alterthumskunde, &c. 

"We must have those ringlets of thine cut, good 
fellow," said the Duke of Cleves good-naturedly, but 
wishing to spare the feelings of his gallant recruit. 
" 'T is against the regulation cut of my archer guard." 

"Cut off my hair!" cried Otto agonised. 

"Ay, and thine ears with it, yokel," roared 
Donnerblitz. 

"Peace, noble Eulensclireckenstein," said the Duke 
with dignity, "let the Duke of Cleves deal as he will 
with his own men-at-arms — and you, young Sir, un- 
loose the grip of thy dagger .'' 
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Otto, indeied, had convulsively grasped his snicker* 
snee, with intent to plunge it into the heart of the 
Bowsky, but his politer feelings overcame him. "The 
Count need not fear, my Lord,'* said he — "a lady is 
present." And he took off his orange-tawny cap and 
bowed low. Ah! what a pang shot through the heart 
of Helena, as she thought that those lovely ringlets 
must be shorn from that beautiful head! 

Otto's mind was too in commotion. His feelings as 
a gentleman — let us add, his pride as a man — for 
who is not, let us ask, proud of a good head of hair? 
— waged war within his soul. He expostulated with 
the Prince. "It was never in his contemplation," he 
said, "on taking service, to undergo the operation of 
hair-cutting." 

"Thou art free to go or stay, Sir archer," said the 
Prince pettishly. "I will have no churls imitating 
noblemen in my service; I will bandy no conditions 
with archers of ray guard." 

"My resolve is taken," said Otto, irritated too in 
his turn. "I will. . ." 

"What!" cried Helena, breathless with intense 
agitation. 

"I will «^ay," answered Otto.' The poor girl almost 
fainted with joy. The Rowsky frowned with demoniac 
fury, and grinding his teeth and cursing in the horrible 
Grerman jargon stalked away. "So be it," said the 
Prince of Cleves, taking his daughter's arm — "and 
here comes Snipwitz, my barber, who shall do the 
business for you." With this the Prince too moved on, 
feeling in his heart not a little compassion for the lad; for 
Adolf o{ Cleves had been handsome m \i\a ^OMXJtk^ ^^^ 
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distinguished for the ornament of which he ^ 
depriving his archer. 

Snipwitz led the poor lad into a side-ro 
there — in a word — operated upon him. Tl: 
curls — fair curls that his mother had so ofte: 
with! — fell under the shears and round t 
knees, until he looked as if he was sitting i 
of sunbeams. 

When the frightful act had been performe 
. who entered the little chamber in the tower, r 
like Apollo, issued from it as cropped as a 
boy. 

See how melancholy he looks, now that th 
tion is over! — And no wonder. He was 
what would be Helena's opinion of him, now 
of his chief personal ornaments was gone. " 
know me?" thought he, "will she love me i 
hideous mutilation?" 

Yielding to these gloomy thoughts, and, 
rather unwilling to be seen by his comrades, i 
he was so disfigured, the young gentleman ha 
himself behind one of the buttresses of the wal 
to natural despondency, when he saw somethi] 
instantly restored him to good spirits. He 
lovely Helena coming towards the chamber w 
odious barber had performed upon him, — con 
ward timidly, looking round her anxiously, 
with delightful agitation, — and presently se 
she thought, the coast clear, she entered the ap 
She stooped down, and, ah! what was Otto's j 
he saw her pick up a beautiful golden lock of 
press ip to her lips, and Wi^w \i\de it in hej 
No carnation ever b\\xa\ied ^o t^^^ ^ ^^ 
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I 

niien she came out after performing this feat. Then 
she hurried straightway to her own apartments in the 
castle, and Otto, whose first impulse was to come out 
from his hiding-place, and, falling at her feet, call 
Heaven and Earth to witness to his passion, with 
difficulty restrained his feelings, and let her pass: but 
the love-stricken young hero was so delighted with 
this evident proof of reciprocated attachment, that all 
regret at losing his ringlets at once left him, and he 
vowed he would sacrifice not only his hair, but his 
head, if need were, to do her service. 

That very afternoon, no small bustle and conver- 
sation took place in the castle, on account of the sud- 
den departure of the Bowsky of Eulenschreckenstein, 
with all his train and equipage. He went away in the 
greatest wrath, it was said, after a long and loud con- 
versation with the Prince. As that potentate conducted 
his guest to the gate, walking rather demurely and 
shamefacedly by his side, as he gathered his attendants 
ia the court, and there mounted his charger, the Bowsky 
ordered his trumpets to sound, and scornfully flung a 
largesse of gold among the servitors and men-at-arms 
of the house of Cleves, who were marshalled in the 
court. "Farewell, Sir Prince," said he to his host; 
**I quit you now suddenly; but remember, it is not my 
last visit to the Castle of Cleves;" and, ordering his 
hand to play "See the Conquering Hero comes," he 
elattered away through the drawbridge. The Princess 
Helena was not present at his departure; and the 
venerable Prince of Cleves looked rather moody and 
chap-fallen when his guest left him. He visited all 
the castle defences pretty accurately th&t m%Vit^ ^^^ 
inquired of his oMcera the state ol tYi^ OTsmlKXTk'^^3vs>^^ 
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provision, &c. He said nothing; but the Princess 
Helena's maid did : and everybody knew that the Rowsky 
had made his proposals, had been rejected, and, getting 
up in a violent fury, had called for his people, and 
sworn by his great gods that he would not enter the 
castle again until he rode over the breach, lance in 
hand, the conqueror of Cleves and all belonging to ik 

No little consternation was spread through the gar- 
rison at the news. For everybody knew the Rowsky 
to be one of the most intrepid and powerful soldiers 
in all Germany, — one of the most skilful generals. 
Generous to extravagance to his own followers, he 
was ruthless to the enemy: and a hundred stories were 
told of the dreadful barbarities exercised by him in 
several towns and castles which he had captured and 
sacked. And poor Helena had the pain of thinking, 
that in consequence of her refusal she was dooming 
all the men, women, and children of the principality 
to indiscriminate and horrible slaughter. 

The dreadful surmises regarding a war received in 
a few days dreadful confirmation. It was noon, and 
the worthy Prince of Cleves was taking his dinner 
(though the honest warrior had little appetite for that 
meal for some time past), when trumpets were heard 
at the gate; and presently the herald of the Rowsky of 
Donnerblitz, clad in a tabard on which the arms of 
the Count were blazoned, entered the dining-hall. A 
page bore a steel gauntlet on a cushion; Bleu Sanglier 
had his hat on his head. The Prince of Cleves pnt 
on his own as the herald came up to the chair of state 
where the Sovereign sate. 

''Silence for Bleu Sanglier," cried the Prince, 
gravely. "Say your say, Svt H^t«\^'^ 
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the name of the high and mighty Bowsky, 
of Donnerblitz, Margrave of £uleD8chrecken- 
3ount of Krotenwald, Schnauzestadt, and Gal- 
3I, hereditary Grand Bootjack of the Holy 
Empire — to you, Adolf the Twenty- third, 
of Cleves, I, Bleu Sanglier, bring war and 
Alone, and lance to lance, or twenty to 
in field or in fort, on plain or on mountain, 
•le feowsky defies you. Here, or wherever he 
eet you, he proclaims war to the death between 
I him. In token whereof, here is his glove." 
dng the steel glove from the page, Bleu Boar 

clanging on the marble fioor. 

Princess Helena turned deadly pale: but the 
with a good assurance flung down his own 
calling upon some one to raise the Rowsky's; 
)tto accordingly took up and presented to him, 
knee. 

•teler, fill my goblet," said the. Prince to that 
lary, who, clothed in tight black hose with a 
erchief, and a napkin on his dexter arm, stood 
ously by his master's chair. The goblet was 
dth Malvoisie: it held about three quarts; a 
J golden hanap carved by the cunning artificer, 
iito the Florentine. 

inki Bleu Sanglier," said the Prince, "and put 
let in thy bosom. Wear this chain, furthermore, 
sake." And so saying. Prince Adolf fiung a 
3 chain of emeralds round the herald's neck, 
ivitation to battle was ever a welcome call to 
►f Cleves." So saying, and bidding Vv\a ^feo^\fc 
7d care ol Bleu. iSanglier^s retmue^ l\i^ TfMi^^ 
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left the hall with his daughter. All were marveDiog 
at his dignity, courage, and generosity. 

But, though affecting unconcern, the mind of Prince 
Adolf was far from tranquil. He was no longer die 
stalwart knight who, in the reign of Stanislaus Augustas, 
had, with his naked fist, heaten a lion to death in 
three minutes; and alone had kept the postern of Peter- 
waradin for two hours against seven hundred Turkish 
janissaries, who were assailing it. Those ^eeds which 
had made the heir of Cleves famous were done thirfy 
years syne. A free liver since he had come into hifl 
principality, and of a lazy turn, he had neglected the 
athletic exercises which had made him in youth so 
famous a champion, and indolence had home its usual 
fruits. He tried his old battle-sword — that famous 
blade with which, in Palestine, he had cut an elephant- 
driver in two pieces, and split asunder the skull of 
the elephant which he rode. Adolf of Cleves could 
scarcely now lift the weapon over his head. He tried 
his armour. It was too tight for him. And the old 
soldier burst into tears, when he found he could not 
buckle it. Such a man was not fit to encounter the 
terrible Rowsky in single combat. 

Nor could he hope to make head against him for 
any time in the field. The Prince's territories were 
small. His vassals proverbially lazy and peaceable. 
His treasury empty. The dismallest prospects were 
before him: and he passed a sleepless night writing to 
his friends for succour, and calculating with his secre- 
tary the small amount of the resources which he eouH 
bring to aid him against his advancing and powerfiol 
enemy. 

Helena's pillow that ev^uiia^ n^^ i^a^ ^Mxm\^IA.V\ 
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lumber. She lay awake thinking of Otto, — thinking 
>f the danger and the ruin her refusal to many had 
)roaght upon her dear Papa. Otto, too, slept not: 
>ut his waking thoughts were brilliant and heroic: the 
loble Childe thought how he should defend the Prin- 
cess, and win los and honour in the ensuing combat I 

CHAPTER XII. 

The Champion. 

And now the noble Cleves began in good earnest 
bo prepare his castle for the threatened siege. He 
gathered in all the available cattle round the property, 
Gind the pigs round many miles; and a dreadful slaughter 
Df horned and snouted animals took place, — the whole 
castle resounding with the lowing of the oxen and the 
squeaks of the gnmtlings, destined to provide food for 
the garrison. These, when slain, (her gentle spirit, of 
course, would not allow of her witnessing that disa- 
^eeable operation,) the lovely Helena, with the assis- 
tance of her maidens, carefully salted and pickled. Com 
vas brought in in great quantities, the Prince paying 
for the same when he had money, giving bills when he 
could get credit, or occasionally, marry, sending out a 
few stout men-at-arms to forage, who brought in wheat 
without money or credit either. The charming Princess, 
amidst the intervals of her labours, went about encoura- 
ging the garrison, who vowed to a man they would die 
for a single sweet smile of hers; and in order to make 
their inevitable sufferings as easy as possible to the 
gallant fellows, she and the apothecaries got ready a 
plenty of efficacious simples, and scraped a vast quan- 
tity of Uat to bind their warriors' wouudd mt)ii^< i^ 
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the fortifications were strengthened; the fosfles csreiiillf 
filled with spikes and water; large stones placed over 
the gates, convenient to tumble on the heads of the 
assaulting parties ; and cauldrons prepared, with fomaces 
to melt up pitch, brimstone, boiling oil, dec., wherewitk 
hospitably to receive them. Having the keenest eye 
in the whole garrison, voung Otto was placed on tlie 
topmost tower, to watch for the expected coming of the 
beleaguering host. 

They were seen only too soon. Long ranks of 
shining spears were seen glittering in the distance, and 
the army of the Rowsky soon made its appearance lA 
battle's magnificently stem array. The tents of the 
renowned Chief and his numerous warriors were pitched 
out of arrow-shot of the castle, but in fearful proximity; 
and when his army had taken up its position, an officer 
with a flag of truce and a trumpet was seen advancing 
to the castle -gate. It was the same herald who had 
previously borne "his master's" defiance to the Prince 
of Cleves. He came once more to the castle-gate, and 
there proclaimed that the noble Count of Eulenschrecken- 
stein was in arms without, ready to do battle with the 
Prince of Cleves', or his champion; that he would remain 
in arms for three days, ready for combat. If no man 
met him, at the end of that period he would deliver an 
assault, and would give quarter to no single sool in 
the garrison. So saying, the herald nailed his lord's 
gauntlet on the castle-gate. As before, the Prince flnng 
him over another glove from the wall; though how he 
was to defend himself from such a warrior, or get a 
clmmpion, or resist the pitiless asnault that must follow^ 
the troubled old nobleman know not in the least. 

2'he Princess Helen ]^cc&«^^ W\^ Il^^^» vcl ^^^^wii^pk 
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Ing tons of wax-candles to all the patron saints of 
House of Cleves, if they would raise her up a 
mder. 

But how did the noble girl's heart sink — how 

re her notions of the purity of man shaken within 

r gentle bosom, by the dread intelligence which 

ached her the next morning after the defiance of the 

owsky. At roll-call it was discovered that he on 

rhom she principally relied — he whom her fond heart 

lid singled out as her champion, had proved faithless! 

Otto, the degenerate Otto, had fed! His comrade, 

VFolfgang, had gone with him. A rope was found 

^Migling from the casement of their chamber, and they 

Buut have swum the moat and passed over to the 

enemy in the d&rkncss of the previous night. '^A 

]iretty lad was this fair spoken archer of thine!" said 

the Prince her father to her; ''and a pretty kettle of 

ish hast thou cooked for the fondest of fathers." She 

retired weeping to her apartment. Never before had 

that young heart felt so wretched. 

That morning, at nine o'clock, as they were going 
to breakfast, the Rowsky's trumpets sounded. Clad in 
complete armour, and mounted on his enormous piebald 
diarger, he came out of his pavilion, and rode slowly 
up and down in front of the Castle. He was ready 
there to meet a champion. 

Three times each day did the odious trumpet sound 
the same notes of defiance. Thrice daily did the steel- 
clad Rowsky come forth challenging the combat. The 
first day passed, and there was no answer to his sum- 
moiu. The second day came and went, but no cham- 
pion had risea to defend. The taunt o! hi& s\iT¥^e\dxv(yc^ 
nUbont smswer; and the suu went iowTX \yQQtL 
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the wretchedest father and daughter in all Hie land of 
Christendom. 

The trumpets sounded an hour after sunrise, an hour 
after noon, and an hour before sunset. The third daj 
came, but with it brought no hope. The first and 
second summons met no response. At five o'clock the 
old Prince called his daughter and blessed her. ^'I go 
to meet this Bowsky," said he. ''It may be, we shall 
meet no more, my Helen — my child — the innocent 
cause of all this grief. If I shall fall to-night the 
Rowsky's victim, 't will be that life is nothing without , 
honour." And so saying, he put into her hands a 
dagger, and bade her sheathe it in her own breast so 
soon as the terrible champion had carried the Castle 
by storm. 

This Helen most faithfully promised to do; and her 
aged father retired to his armoury, and donned his 
ancient war-worn corslet. It had borne the shock of 
a thousand lances ere this, but it was now so tight as 
almost to choke the knightly wearer. 

The last trumpet sounded — tantara! tantara! — 
its- shrill call rang over the wide plains, and the vnde plains 
gave back no answer. Again! — but when its notes died 
away, there was only a mournful, an awful silence. "Fare- 
well, my child," said the Prince, bulkily lifting himself 
into his battle-saddle. "Remember the dagger. Hark! 
the trumpet sounds for the third time. Open, warders! 
Sound, trumpeters! And good Saint Benedict, guard 
the right." 

But Puffendorf, the trumpeter, had not leisure to 
lift the trumpet to his lips; when, hark! from without 
there came another note oi aivother clarion! — a distant 
notcatGrBt^ then swelling l\xiW, ^i^«»«i!L\V^^\si\kT®aafe. 
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ons, the full rich notes of the "Huntsman's Cho- 
3ame clearly over the breeze; and a thousand 

of the crowd gazing over the gate, exclaimed 

champion! a champion!" 
d, indeed, a champion had come. Issuing from 
est came a knight and squire : the knight grace- 
antering an elegant cream-coloured Arabian of 
ious power — the squire mounted on an unpre- 
l grey cob, which nevertheless was an animal 
dderable strength and sinew. It was the squire 
[ew the trumpet through the bars of his helmet; 
ight's visor was completely down. A small 
s coronet of gold, from which rose three pink 

feathers, marked the warrior's rank: his blank 
bore no cognizance. As gracefully poising his 
le rode into the green space where the Rowsky's 
T-ere pitched, the hearts of all present beat with 
r, and the poor Prince of Cleves, especially, had 
arable doubts about his new champion. "So 
igure as that can never compete withDonnerblitz," 
}, moodily, to his daughter; "but whoever he be, 
low puts a good face on it, and rides like a man. 
3 has touched the Rowsky's shield with the point 
lance! By Saint Bendigo, a perilous venture!" 
e unknown knight had indeed defied the Rowsky 

death, as the Prince of Cleves remarked from 
ttlement where he and his daughter stood to 
3 the combat; and so, having defied his enemy, 
cognito galloped round under the Castle wall, 
I elegantly to the lovely Princess there, and then 
is ground and waited for the foe. His armour 

in the sunshine as he sate tlieTe, moYvsrAsja^.i 
cream-coloured steed. He looked. WSsA qtv*^ ^"^ 
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those fairy knights one has read of — one of those 
celestial champions who decided so many victories be- 
fore the invention of gunpowder. 

^The Bowsky*s horse was speedily brought to Ihe 
door of his pavilion; and that redoubted warrior, 
blazing in a suit of magnificent brass armour, clattered 
into his saddle. Long waves of blood- red feathen 
bristled over his helmet, which was farther ornamented 
by two huge horns of the Aurochs. His lance wv 
painted white and red, and he whirled the prodigious 
beam in the air and caught it with savage glee. He 
laughed when he saw the slim form of his antagonist; 
and his soul rejoiced to meet the coming battle. He 
dug his spurs into the enormous horse he rode. The 
enormous horse snorted, and squealed, too, with fierce 
pleasure. He jerked and curvetted him with a brutal 
playfulness, and after a few minutes' turning and wheel- 
ing, during which everybody had the leisure to admire 
the perfection of his equitation, he cantered round to 
a point exactly opposite his enemy, and pulled up his 
eager charger. 

The old Prince on the battlement was so eager for 
the combat, that he seemed quite to forget the danger 
which menaced himself, should his slim champion be 
discomfited by the tremendous knight of Donnerblits, 
'^60 it!" said he, flinging his truncheon into the ditch; 
and at the word, the two warriors rushed with whirring 
rapidity at each other. 

And now ensued a combat so terrible, that a weak 

female hand, like that of her who pens this tale of 

chivalry, can never hope to do justice to the terrific 

theme. You have seen two «tv^\\\^% oii the Great 

Western Line rusli past, <&wii oV!iwit V^JDa. ^ \^»fiSas^ 
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scream? So rapidlj did the two warriors gallop to- 
wards one another, the feathers of either streamed yards 
behind their backs as they converged. Their shock as 
itiey met was as that of two cannon-balls; the mighty 
horses trembled and reeled with the concussion; the 
knee aimed at the Bowsky's helmet bore off the coronet, 
the horns, the helmet itself, and hurled them to an in- 
eredible distance: a piece of the Rowsky's left ear was 
earried off on the point of the nameless warrior's 
weapon. How had he fared? His adversary's weapon 
had glanced harmless along the blank surface of his 
polished buckler; and the victory so far was with him. 

The expression of the Rowsky's face, as, bare- 
headed, he glared on his enemy with fierce blood- shot 
eyeballs, was one worthy of a demon. The impre- 
catory expressions which he made use of can never 
be copied by a feminine pen. 

His opponent magnanimously declined to take ad- 
vantage of the opportunity thus offered him of finishing 
the combat, by splitting his opponent's skull with his 
curtal-axe, and, riding back to his starting-place, bent 
his lance's point to the ground, in token that he would 
wait until the Count of Eulenschreckenstein was hel- 
meted afresh. 

"Blessed Bendigo!" cried the Prince, "thou art a 
gallant lance; but why didst not rap the schelm's 
brain out?" 

"Bring me a fresh helmet! " yelled the Rowsky. Ano- 
ther casque was brought to him by his trembling squire. 

Ab soon as he had braced it, he drew his great 
flaahing sword from his side, and rushed at his enemy, 
roaring hoarsely his cry of battle. The unknown 
kBigbt'a sword was unsheathed in a mo\afe\i\.^ «cA^ 
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the next the two blades were clanking together the 
dreadful music of the combat! 

The Donnerblitz wielded his with his usual savage- 
ness and activity. It whirled round his adversary's 
head with frightful rapidity. Now it carried away a feather 
of his plume; now it shore off a leaf of his coronet. Theflail 
of the thrasher does not fall more swiftly upon the com. 
For many minutes it was the Unknown's only task to 
defend himself from the tremendous activity of the enemy. 
But even the Rowsky's strength would slacken after 
exertion. The blows began to fall less thick anon, 
and the point of the unknown knight began to make 
dreadful play. It found and penetrated every joint of 
the Donnerblitz's armour. Now it nicked him in the 
shoulder, where the vambrace was buckled to the 
corslet; now it bored a shrewd hole under the light 
brassart, and blood followed; now, with fatal dexterity, 
it darted through the vizor, and came back to the re- 
cover deeply tinged with blood. J^ scream of rage 
followed the last thrust; and no wonder; — it had 
penetrated the Rowsky's left eye. 

His blood was trickling through a dozen orifices; 
he was almost choking in his helmet with loss of 
breath, and loss of blood, and rage. Gasping with 
fury, he drew back his horse, flung his great sword 
at his opponent's head, and once more plunged at 
him, wielding his curtal-axe. 

Then you should have seen the unknown knight 
employing the same dreadful weapon! Hitherto he had 
been on his defence; now he began the attack; and 
the gleaming axe whirred in his hand like a reed, but 
descended like a thunderbolt! "Yield! yield! Sir 
Rowsky," shouted he, in a ea\m, de«c no\si^« 
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blow dealt madly at his head was the reply. 

the last blow that the Count of Eulenschrecken- 
rer struck in battle! The curse was on his lips 
crashing steel descended into his brain, and split 
"^o. He rolled like a log from his horse; and 
my's knee was in a moment on his chest, and 
ger of mercy at his throat, as the knight once 
died upon him to yield. 

there was no answer from within the helmet. 
it was withdrawn, the teeth were crunched to- 

the mouth that should have spoken, grinned a 

silence; one eye still glared with hate and fury, 
vas glazed with the film of death! 
5 red orb of the sun was just then dipping into 
ine. The unknown knight, vaulting once more 
J saddle, made a graceful obeisance to the Prince 
3S and his daughter, without a word, and gallop- 
I into the forest, whence he had issued an hour 
sunset. 



CHAPTER Xm. 

2 consternation which ensued on the death of 

7sky, speedily sent all his camp-followers, army, 

► the right-about. They struck their tents at 

t news of his discomfiture; and each man laying 

what he could, the whole of the gallant force 

had marched under his banner in the morning 

appeared ere the sun rose. 

that night, as it may be imagined, the gates of 

stle of Cleves were not shut. Everybody was 

come in. Wine-butts were broached in all the 

the pickled meat prepared ia sxida. \ola lot ^<5i 
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si^e was distriboted among the people, who crowded 
to eongratnlate their beloved Sovereign on his victorj; 
and the Prince, as was castomaiy with that good man, 
who never lost an opportunity of giving a dinner-partj, 
had a splendid entertainment made ready for the npper 
classes, the whole concluding with a tasteful display of 
fireworks. 

I^ the midst of these entertainments, oar old friend 
the Count of Hombourg arrived at the Castle. The 
stalwart old warrior swore by Saint Bugo that he was 
grieved the killing of the Rowsky had been taken out 
of his hand. The laughing Cleves vowed by Saint 
Bendigo, Hombourg could never have finished off his 
enemy so satisfactorily as the unknown knight had 
just done. 

But who was he? was the question which now agi- 
tated the bosom of these two old nobles. How to find 
him — how to reward the champion and restorer <rf 
the honour and happiness of Cleves? They agreed over 
supper that he should be sought for everywhere. 
Beadles were sent round the principal cities within fifty 
miles , and the description of the knight advertised in 
the Journal de Francfort and the Allgemdne Zeitung- 
The hand of the Princess Helena was solemnly offered 
to him in these advertisements , with the reversion of 
the Prince of Cleves's splendid though somewhat dila- 
pidated property. 

"But we don't know him, my deer papa," faindj 
ejaculated that young lady. "Some impostor may 
come in a suit of plain armour, and preteiid that he 
was the champion who overcame the Rowsky (a Prince 
who had his faults certainly, but whose attachment for 
me I can never forget)\ aix^\ioN<? wc^^wslV^ ^v^^V^ther 
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he real knight or not? There are so many de- 
in this world," added the Princess in tears, 
)ne can't be too cautious now." The fact is, 
e was thinking of the desertion of Otto in the 
^, by which instance of faithlessness her heart 
U-nigh broken. 

for that youth and his comrade Wolfgang, to 
>nishment of everybody at their impudence, they 
» the archers' mess that night, as if nothing had 
ed: got their supper, partaking both of meat 
nk most plentifully; fell asleep when their com- 
egan to describe the events of the day, and the 
)le achievements of the unknown warrior; and, 
into their hammocks, did not appear on pa- 
i the morning until twenty minutes after the 
were called. 

en the Prince of Cleves heard of the return of 
eserters he was in a towering passion. "Where 
3U, fellows," shouted he, "during the time my 
was at its utmost need?" 
3 replied, "We were out on particular busi- 

3es a soldier leave his post on the day of battle, 
exclaimed the Prince. "You know the reward 
L — Death! and death you merit. But you are 
jr only of yesterday, and yesterday's victory has 
Qe merciful. Hanged you shall not be, as you 
— only flogged, both of you. Parade the men, 
I Tickelstern, after breakfast, and give these 
pels five hundred a piece." 

I should have seen how young Otto bounded, 

this information was thus abruptly conveyed 

"Flog me," cried he. "Flog Otto, of — ." 



154 A LBGBND OF THB BHINS. 

"Not SO, my father/* said the Princess Helenfti 
who had been standing by during the conversation 
and who had looked at Otto all the while with the 
most ineffable scorn. "Not so, although these persont 
have forgotten their duty," (she laid a particnlaily 
sarcastic emphasis on the word persons,) "we have 
had no need of their services, and have luckily fonnd 
others more faithful. You promised your daughter a 
boon, papa; it is the pardon of these two persons. 
Let them go, and quit a service they have disgraced; 
a mistress — that is, a master — they have de- 
ceived. " 

"Drum 'em out of the Castle, Tickelstem; strip 
their uniforms from their backs, and never let me hear 
of the scoundrels again.'* So saying, the old Prince 
angrily turned on his heel to breakfast, leaving the two 
young men to the fun and derision of their surronnding 
comrades. 

The noble Count of Hombourg, who was taking his 
usual airing on the ramparts before breakfast, came 
up at this juncture, and asked what was the row? 
Otto blushed when he saw him, and turned away ra- 
pidly; but the Count, too, catching a glimpse of him, 
with a hundred exclamations of joyful surprise seized 
upon the lad, hugged him to his manly breast, kissed 
him most affectionately, and almost burst into tears a« 
lie embraced him. For, in sooth, the good Count had 
thought his godson long ere this at the bottom of the 
silver Rhine. 

The Prince of Cleves, who had come to the break- 
fast-parlour window (to invite his guest to enter, as 
tlie tea was made) , beheVd l^Aa s.Vxaxi^'fe ^c^ue from the 
window, as did the lo\e\y t^au-xaaJ^^t \^<5m%'i^ -^^Ss^. 
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;s and beautiful agitation. The old Count and 
er strolled up and down the battlements in 
iversation. By the gestures of surprise, and 
xhibited by the former, 'twas easy to see the 
rcher was conveying some very strange and 
news to him, though the nature of the con- 
. was not allowed to transpire. 
;odson of mine," said the noble Count, when 
ited over his muffins. "I know his family; 
people; sad 'scapegrace; run away; parents 
for him; glad you did not flog him; devil to 
i so forth." The Count was a man of few 
md told his tale in this brief, artless manner. 
, at its conclusion, did the gentle Helena leava 
I, her eyes filled with tears? She left the room 
►re to kiss a certain lock of yellow hair she 
Ted. A dazzling, delicious thought, a strange 
►e, arose in her soul! 

1 she appeared again, she made some side<« 
Inquiries regarding Otto (with that gentle ar- 
employed by women) ; but he was gone. He 
companion were gone. The Count of Hom- 
id likewise taken his departure, under pretext 
Hilar business. How lonely the vast castle 
to Helena, now that he was no longer there, 
nsactions of the last few days; the beautiful 
oy; the offer from the Rowsky (always an event 
mg lady's life); the siege of the castle; the 
her truculent admirer; all seemed like a fevered 
3 her; all was passed away, and had left no 
lind. No trace? yes! one; a little insignificant 
golden hair over which the yourvg eiTfe^\xa^ 
much that she put it out ol cud; ^^MJ^?^ 
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hours and honrs in the summer-house, where the open- 
tion had been performed. 

On the second day (it is my belief she would haft 
gone into a consumption and died of languor, if Am 
event had been delayed a day longer) a messenger^ 
with a trumpet, brought a letter in haste to thePrineB 
of Cleves, who was, as usual ,^ taking refreshmcait 
"To the High and Mighty Prince," &c. the letter ran. 
" The Champion who had the honour of engaging ofl 
Wednesday last with his late Excellency the Rowsky 
of Donnerblitz presents his compliments to H.S.H. the 
Prince of Cleves. Through the medium of the pnblb 
prints the C. has been made acquainted with the flat- 
tering proposal of His Serene Highness relative to » 
union between himself (the Champion) and Her 
Serene Highness the Princess Helena of Cleves. The 
Champion accepts with pleasure that polite invitation, 
and will have the honour of waiting upon the Prince 
and Princess of Cleves about half an hour after the 
receipt of this letter." 

"Tol lol de rol, girl," shouted the Prince with 
heartfelt joy. (Have you not remarked, dear friend, 
how often in novel books, and on the stage, joy is 
announced by the above burst of insensate mono- 
syUables?) "Tol lol de rol. Don thy best kirtle, 
child; thy husband will be here anon." And Helena 
retired to arrange her toilet for this awful event in the 
life of a young woman. When she returned, attired 
to welcome her defender, her young cheek was as pale 
as the white satin slip and orange sprigs she wore. 

She was scarce seated on the dais by her father's 
side, when a huge fto\xT\s\\ o\ Vt>\TK^<^\» I^qto. withoiit 
proclaimed the arrival ol the CKam-pvju, ^^^^N^ 
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Et draught of ether was necessary to restore 

lity. 

at door was flung open. He entered, — 
11 warrior, slim, and beautiful, blazing in 
el. He approached the Prince's throne, 
n each side by a friend likevrise in armour. 
acefuUy on one knee. 

," said he, in a voice trembling with emo- 
lim, as per advertisement, the hand of the 
Helena;" and he held out a copy of the 
^eitung, as he spoke, 
ou noble, Sir Knight?" asked the Prince 

ble as yourself," answered the kneeling 

nswers for thee?" 

I Margrave of Godesberg, his father!" said 

m the right hand; lifting up his visor. 

— Ludwig, Count of Hombourg, his god- 

d the knight on the left doing likewise. 

leling knight lifted up his visor now, and 

lelena. 
it was^'* said she, and fainted as she saw 

cher. 

was soon brought to, gentles, as I have 
to tell ye. In a very few days after, a 

[age took place at Cleves, under the pa- 
Saint Bugo, Saint Buffo, and Saint Ben- 

p the marriage ceremony, the happiest and 
pair in the .world drove off in a chaise- 

) pass the honey-moon at Kissingen. The 

lora, whom we left locked up in Yieit <iOiv- 

while since J was prevailed to coxoft \>«k.<^ 
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to Grodesberg, where she was reconciled to her husband. 
Jealous of her danghter-in-law, she idolised her sod, 
and spoiled all her little grandchildren. And so all 
are happy, and my simple tale is done. 

I read it in an old — old book, in a mouldy old 
circulating library. 'T was written in the French tongae, 
by the noble Alexandre Dumas, Marquis de la Paille- 
terie; but 'tis probable that he stole it from some other, 
and that the other had filched it from a former tale- 
teller. For nothing is new under the sun. Things 
die and are reproduced only. And so it is that the 
forgotten tale of the great Dumas reappears under the 
signature of 

Wkistlehinkie^ N.B,^ December 1. 

Theresa Mac Whibter. 



THE END. 
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REBECCA AND ROWENA. 



CHAPTER I. 

The overture. — Commencement of the basineM. 

Well-beloved novel readers and gentle patroness* 
^ of romance, assuredly it has often occurred to every 
one of you, that the books we delight in have very 
Unsatisfactory conclusioos, and end quite prematurely 
ymth page 320 of the third volume. At that epoch of 
the history it is well known that the hero is seldom 
more than thirty years old, and the heroine by conse- 
quence some seven or eight years younger; and I would 
ask any of you whether it is fair to suppose that people 
after the above age have nothing worthy of note in 
their lives, and cease to exist as they drive away from 
Saint Greorge's, Hanover Square? You, dear young 
ladies, who get your knowledge of life from the circu- 
hiting library, may be led to imagine that when the 
marriage business is done, and Emilia is whisked off in 
the new travelling ccuriage, by the side of the enrap- 
tured Earl; or Belinda, breaking away from the tearful 
embraces of her excellent mother, dries her own lovely 
tjeB upon the throbbing waistcoat of her bridegroom 
— yon may be apt, I say, to suppose that all is over 
then, that Emilia and the Earl are going to be happy 
far the rest of their lives in his Lordship's romantic 
castle in the Aorth, and Belinda and her young clergy- 
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man to enjoy uninterrupted bliss in their rose- trellisec 
parsonage in the west of England: but some there be 
among the novel reading classes — old experienced 
folks — who know better than- this. Some there be 
who have been married, and found that they have still 
something to see and to do and to suffer mayhap; and 
that adventures, and pains, and pleasures, and taxes, 
and sunrises and settings, and the business and joys 
and griefs of life go on after as before the nuptial ce- 
remony. 

Therefore I say, it is an unfair advantage, which 
the novelist takes of hero and heroine, as of his inex- 
perienced reader, to say good-bye to the two former, 
as soon as ever they are made husband and wife; and 
have often wished that additions should be made to all 
works of fiction, which have been brought to abrupt 
terminations in* the manner described; and that we 
should hear what occurs to the sober married man, as 
well as to the ardent bachelor; to the matron, as well 
as to the blushing spinster. And in this respect I ad- 
mire (and would desire to imitate,) the noble and pro- 
lific French author, Alexandre Dumas, Marquis Davy 
de la Pailleterie, who carries his heroes from early 
youth down to the most venerable old age; and does 
not let them rest, until they are so old, that it is full 
time the poor fellows should get a little peace and 
quiet. A hero is much too valuable a gentleman to be 
put upon the retired list, in the prime and vigour ol 
his youth; and I wish to know, what lady among us 
would like to be put on the shelf, and thought no longer 
interesting, because she has a family growing up, aild 
is four or five and thirty years of age? 1 have known 
ladies at sixty, with hearts as tender, and ideas as ro- 
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laiantic, as any young misses' of sixteen. Let ns have 
middle aged novels then, as well as your extremely 
juvenile legends: let the young ones be warned, that 
the old folks have a right to be interesting: and that a 
' kdy may continue to have a heart, although she is 
lomewhat stouter than she was when a school girl, 
ind a man his feelings, although he gets his hair from 
Traefitt's. 

Thus I would desire, that the biographies of many 
of our most illustrious personages of romance, should 
be continued by fitting hands, and that they should be 
heard of, until at least a decent age. — Look at Mr. 
James's heroes: they invariably marry young. Look 
at Mr. Dickens's, they disappear from the scene when 
they are mere chits. I trust these authors, who are 
still alive, will see the propriety of telling us] something 
more about people, in whom we took a considerable 
interest, and who must be at present, strong and hearty, 
and in the full vigour of health and intellect. And in 
the tales of the great Sir Walter, (may honour be to 
his name,) I am sure there are a number of people 
who are untimely carried away from us; and of whom 
we ought to heiar more. 

My dear Rebecca, daughter of Isaac of York, has 
always, in my mind, been one of these; nor can 1 ever 
believe that such a woman, so admirable, so tender, so 
heroic, so beautiful, could disappear altogether before 
such another woman as Bowena, that vapid, flaxen- 
headed creature, who is, in my humble opinion, un- 
worthy of Ivanhoe, and unworthy of her place as heroine. 
Had both o{ them got their rights, it ever seemed to 
me that Rebecca would have had the husband, and 
Bowenar would have gone off to a convent and shut 

VV 
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herself up, where I, for one, would never have taken 
the trouble of inquiring for her. 

But after all she married Ivanhoe. What is to be 
done? There is no help for it. There it is in blade 
and white at the end of the third volume of Sir Waiter 
Scott's chronicle, that the couple were joined together 
in matrimony. And must the Disinherited Knigfal) 
whose blood has been fired by the suns of Palestine^ 
and whose heart has been warmed in the company of 
the tender and beautiful Bebecca, sit down contented 
for life by the side of such a frigid piece of proprietf 
as that icy, faultless, prim, niminy-piminy Rowena? 
Forbid it fate, forbid it poetical justice! There is » 
simple plan for setting matters right, and giving all 
parties their due, which is here submitted to the novd- 
reader. Ivanhoe's history must have had a continuation; 
and it is this, which ensues. I may be wrong in some 
particulars of the narrative, — as what writer will not 
be? — but of the main incidents of the history, I have 
in my own mind no sort of doubt, and confidently sub- 
mit them to that generous public which likes to see 
virtue righted, true love rewarded, and the briUiant 
Fairy descend out of the blazing chari6t at the end of 
the pantomime, and make Harlequin and Columbine 
happy. What, if reality be not so, gentlemen and la- 
dies; and if, after dancing a variety of jigs and antics, 
and jumping in and out of endless trap -doors and 
windows, through life's shifting scenes, no fairy comes 
down to make us comfortable at the close of the per- 
formance? Ah! let us give our honest novel-folks the 
benefit of their position, and not be envious of their 
good luck. 

No person who has read the preceding vohunes of 
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this history, as the famous chronicler of Ahhotsford 
has recorded them, can doubt for a moment what was 
the result of the marriage between Sir Wilfrid of Ivan- 
hoe and the Lady Bowena. Those who have marked 
her conduct during her maidenhood, her distinguished 
politeness, her spotless modesty of demeanour, her 
unalterable coolness under all circumstances, and her 
lofty and gentlewoman-like bearing, must be sure that 
her married conduct would equal her spinster behaviour, 
and that Rowena the wife would be a pattern of cor- 
rectness for all the matrons of England. 

Such was the fact. For miles around Rotherwood 
her character for piety was known. Her castle was a 
rendezvous for all the clergy and monks of the district, 
whom she fed with the richest viands, while she pinched 
herself upon pulse and water. There was not an in*- 
valid in the three Ridings, Saxon or Norman, but the 
palfrey of the Lady Rowena might be seen journeying 
to his door, in company with Father Glauber her al- 
moner, and Brother Thomas of Epsom, her leech. She 
lighted up all the churches in Yorkshire with wax- 
candles, the offerings of her piety. The bells of her 
diapel began to ring at two o'clock in the morning; 
and all the domestics of Rotherwood were called upon 
to attend at matins, at complins, at nones, at vespers, 
and at sermon. I need not say that fasting was ob- 
served with all the rigours of the Church; and that 
those of the servants of the Lady Rowena were looked 
upon with most favour whose hair shirts were the 
roughest, and who flagellated themselves with the most 
becoming perseverance. 

Whether it was that this discipline cleared poor 
Wmba^B wits or cooled his humour , Vt \a c,«tlivcL ^^ 
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he became the most melancholy fool in England,' and S 
ever he ventured upon a pun to the shuddering, poor 
servitors, who were mumbling their dry crusts below 
the salt, it was such a faint and stale joke, that no- 
body dared to laugh at the inuendoes of the unfortunate 
wag, and a sickly smile was the best applause he could 
muster. Once, indeed, when Guffo, the goose-boy (a half- 
witted, poor wretch) laughed outright at a lamentably 
stale pun which Wamba palmed upon him at supper-time, 
(it was dark, and the torches being brought in, Wamba 
said, "Guffo, they can't see their way in the argument, 
and are going to throw a little light upon the subject^*) 
the Lady Rowena, being disturbed in a theological con- 
troversy with Father Willibald (afterwards canonised 
as St. Willibald, of Bareacres, hermit and confessor), 
called out to know what was the cause of the unseem- 
ly interruption, and Guffo and Wamba being pointed 
out as the culprits, ordered them straightway into the 
court-yard, and three dozen to be administered to each 
of them. 

"I got you out of Front-de-Boeufs castle," said 
poor Wamba, piteously, appealing to Sir Wilfrid of 
Ivanhoe, "and canst thou not save me from the 
lash?" 

"Yes, from Front-de-Boeufs castle, where you wen 
locked up with the Jewess in the tower!" said Rowena, 
haughtily replying to the timid appeal of her husband; 
"Gurth, give him four dozen!" 

And this was all poor Wamba got by applying foi 
the mediation of his master. 

In fact, Rowena knew her own dignity so well aj 
a princess of the royal blood of England, that Sii 
Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, her consort, could scarcely call 
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lu8 life his own, and was made, in all things, to feel 
the inferiority of his station. And which of us is there 
acquainted with the sex that has not remarked this 
propensity in lovely woman, and how often the wisest 
ia the council are made to be as fools at her board, 
ind the boldest in the battle-field are craven when fa- 
cing her distaff? 

^^ Where you were locked up with the Jewess in the 
tower " was a remark, too, of which Wilfrid keenly 
feh, and, perhaps, the reader will understand, the sig- 
nificancy. When the daughter of Isaac of York brought 
her diamonds and rubies — the poor, gentle victim! 
— and, meekly laying them at the feet of the conquer- 
ing Rowena, departed into foreign lands to tend the 
sick of her people, and to brood over the bootless 
passion which consumed her own pure heart, one would 
' have thought that the heart of the royal lady would 
have melted before such beauty and humility, and that 
she would have been generous in the moment of her 
victory. 

But did you ever know a right-minded woman 
pardon another for being handsome and more love- 
worthy than herself? The Lady Rowena did certain- 
ly say with mighty magnanimity to the Jewish maiden, 
"Ck)me and live with me as a sister," as the former 
part of this history shows; but Rebecca knew in her 
heart that her ladyship's proposition was what is called 
bosh (in that noble Eastern language with which Wil- 
frid the Crusader was familiar), or fudge, in plain 
Saxon; and retired, with a broken, gentle spirit, neither 
able to bear the sight of her rival's happiness, nor 
willing to disturb it by the contrast of her own wretclied- 
ness. Rowena, like the most high-bred and virtuous 
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of women, never forgave Isaac's danghter hei- beauty, 
nor her flirtation with Wilfrid (as the Saxon ladj chofle 
to term it), nor, above all, her admirable diamonds 
and jewels, although Bowena was actually in posses- 
sion of them. 

In a word, she was always flinging Bebecca iirtd 
Ivanhoe's teeth. There was not a day in his life but 
that unhappy warrior was made to remember that a 
Hebrew damsel had been in love with him, and that a 
Christian lady of fashion could never forgive the insult 
For instance, if Gurth, the swine-herd, who was now 
promoted to be a gamekeeper and verderer, brought 
the account of a famous wild-boar in the wood, atid 
proposed a hunt, Bowena would say, "Do, Sir Wil- 
frid, persecute those poor pigs — you know your 
friends the Jews can't abide them!" Or when, as it 
oft would happen, our lion-hearted monarch, Bichard, 
in order to get a loan or a benevolence from the Jews, 
would roast a few of the Hebrew capitalists, or ex- 
tract some of the principal rabbis' teeth, Bowena 
would exult and say, "Serve them right, the misbe- 
lieving wi'etches! England can never be a happy coun- 
try until every one of these monsters is exterminated!" 
Or else, adopting a strain 'of still more savage sarcasm, 
would exclaim, "Ivanhoe, my dear, more persecution 
for the Jews! Hadn't you better interfere, my love? 
His majesty will do anything for you; and, you know, 
the Jews were always such favourites of yours ^^^ oi 
words to that effect. But, nevertheless, her ladyship 
never lost an opportunity of wearing Bebecca's jewels 
at court, whenever the queen held a drawing-room; 
or at the York assizes and ball, when she appeared 
there, not of course beca\xaeE\x^looV«a^\\i\«t^^V\si.«afih 
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things, but because she considered it her duty to at- 
tend as one of the chief ladies of the county. 

Thus Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, having attained the 
height of his wishes, was, like many a man when he 
has reached that dangerous elevation, disappointed. 
Ah, dear friends, it is but too often so in life! Many 
a garden, seen from a distance, looks fresh and green, 
wMch, when beheld closely, is dismal and weedy; the 
shady walks melancholy and grass grown; the bowers 
yon would fain repose in, cushioned with stinging 
nettles. I have ridden in a caique upon the waters of 
the Bosphorus, and looked upon the capital of the 
Soldan of Turkey. As seen from those blue waters, 
with palace and pinnacle, with gilded dome and tower- 
ing cypress, it seemeth a very Paradise of Mahound; 
but, enter the city, and it is but a beggarly labyrinth 
of ricketty huts and dirty alleys, where the ways are 
steep and the smells are foul, tenanted by mangy dogs 
and ragged beggars — a dismal illusion! Life is such, 
ah, wdl-a-day! It is only hope which is real, and 
reality is a bitterness and a deceit. 

Perhaps a man, with Ivanhoe's high principles, 
would never bring himself to acknowledge this fact; 
but others did for him. He grew thin, and pined away 
as much as if he had been in a fever under the scorch- 
ing sun of Ascalon. He had no appetite for his meals; 
he slept ill, though he was yawning all day. The 
jangling of the doctors and friars whom Rowena 
brought together did not in the least enliven him, and 
he* would sometimes give proofs of somnolency during 
their disputes, greatly to the consternation of his lady. 
He hunted a good deal, and, I very much fear, as 
Bowena ri^tly remarked, that he m\g\il \i^\^ «xl ^xt 
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cuse for being absent from home. He began to like 
wine, too, who had been as sober as a hermit; and 
' when he came back from Athelstane's (whither he would 
repair not unfrequently), the unsteadiness of .his gait 
and the unnatural brilliancy of his eye were remarked 
by his lady, who, you may be sure, was sitting up for 
him. As for Athelstane, he swore by St. WuUstan 
that he was glad to have escaped a marriage with sad. 
a pattern of propriety; and honest Cedric the Saxon 
(who had been very speedily driven out of his daughter- 
in-law's castle,) vowed by St. Waltheof that his son 
had bought a dear bargain. 

So Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe became almost as tired 
of England, (as his royal master Kichard was, who 
always quitted the country when he had squeezed from 
his loyal nobles, commons, clergy, and Jews, all the 
money which he could get,) and when the lion-hearted 
Prince began to make war against the French king, in 
Normandy and Guienne, Sir Wilfrid pined like a true 
servant to be in company of the good champion, along- 
side of whom he had shivered so many lances, and 
dealt such woundy blows of sword and battle-axe on 
the plains of Jaffa, or the breaches of Acre. Travel- 
lers were welcome at Rotherwood that brought news 
from the camp of the good king: and I warrant me 
that the knight listened with all his might when Father 
Drono, the chaplain, read in the St, James's Chrony- 
kyll, (which was the paper of news he of Ivanhoe 
took in,) of "another glorious triumph." — "Defeat of 
the French near Blois." — "Splendid victory at Epte, 
and narrow escape of the French king," the which 
deeds of arms the learned scribes liad to narrate. 

However such tales might excite him during the 
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™Mdhig poll shaved, and his beard curled every 

^* And so sanctified was his Reverence grown, 

w lie thought it was a shame to kill the pretty deer, 

(ttODgii he ate of them still hugely, both in pasties 

^ inth French beans and currant jelly,) and being 

jmfwn A quarter-staff upon a certain occasion, handled 

^ eorionsly, and asked ''what that ugly great stick 

Lady Huntingdon, late Maid Marian, had still some 
of her old fun and spirits, and poor Ivanhoe begged 
and prayed that she would come and stay at Rotiier- 
wood occasionally, and egayer the general dulness of 
that caatle. But her ladyship said that liowena gave 
lierself such airs, and bored her so intolerably with 
stories of king Edward the Confessor, that she pre- 
ferred any place rather than Rotherwood, which was 
as dull as if it had been at the top of Mount Athos. 
The only person who visited it was Athelstane. 
^His Boyal Highness the Prince," Rowena of course 
called him, whom the lady received with royal honours. 
She had the guns fired, and the footmen turned out 
with presented arms when lie arrived; helped him to 
all Ivanhoe's favourite cuts of the mutton or the turkey, 
and forced her poor husband to light him to the state 
bed-room, walking backwards, holding a pair of wax 
candles. At this hour of bed time the Thane used to 
be in roch a condition, that he saw two pair of candles 
and a couple of Ivanhoes reeling before him — let us 
hope it was not Ivanhoe that was reeling, but only 
hb kinsman's brains muddled with the quantities of 
drink which it was his daily custom to consume. 
Bowena said it was the crack which the ¥ricked Bois 
Od^er^ **tbe Jeweaa's othei* lover, WiUr\4, mj &fcw^' 
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and martyrdoms of her favourite saints, and not allo# 
ing a soul to spedk above his breath, except when sin 
chose to cry out in her own shrill voice when a hand- 
maid made a wrong stitch, or let fall a ball of worsted 
It was a dreary life — Wamba, we have said, nevei 
ventured to crack a joke, save in a whisper, when he 
was ten miles from home; and then Sir Wilfrid Ivan- 
hoe was too weary and blue-devilled to laugh: but 
hunted in silence, moodily bringing down deer sod 
wild-boar with shaft and quarrel. 

Then he besought Robin of Huntingdon , the joUj 
outlaw, nathless, to join him, and go to the he]|> oi 
their fair sire King Richard, with a score or two oi 
lances. But the Earl of Huntingdon was a V617 
different character from Robin Hood the forester. 
There was no more conscientious magistrate in aU the 
county than his lordship : he was never known to hum 
church or quarter sessions; he was the strictest game- 
proprietor in all the Riding, and sent scores of poachert 
to Botany Bay. ''A man who has a stake in th( 
country, my good Sir Wilfrid," Lord Huntingdon said 
with rather a patronising air (his lordship had growi 
immensely fat since the king had taken him into grace 
and required a horse as strong as an elephant U 
mount him), "a man with a stake in the country ough 
to stay in the country. Property has its duties a 
well as its privileges, and a person of my rank i 
bound to live on the land from which he gets hi 
living." 

"Amen!" sang out the Reverend — Tuck, hi 

lordship's domestic chaplain, who had also grown a 

sleek as the Abbot oi JoTNawlx.^ who was as prim a 

a lady in his dress, wote\>eT^aaiQ\.\T^\i\^\Nax\.^^'t^»R 
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^'U .v| I«^S a d6gag6 air, as he sipped his tea, he said, 
^ ^'^vJ y / ^^^6, I was thinking of going over to pay his 
I J?^ * ^^^^ ^ Normandy:" upon which, laying 
'V*£,- J ^ ier muffin, (which, since the royal Alfred baked 
/).•;.# ftow cakes, had been the chosen breakfast cake of noble 
i/.-§""^lo-Saxons, and which a kneeling page tendered to 
iff on a salver*, chased by the Florentine Benvenuto 
Celiim,) — "When do you think of going, Wilfrid, 
inj dear?" — the lady said, and the moment the tea- 
tbiiigs were removed, and the tables and their trestles 
^t away, she set about mending his linen, and get- 
ting ready his carpet-bag. 

So Sir Wilfrid was as disgusted at her readiness 
to part with him as he had been weary of staying at 
home, which caused Wamba, the fool, to say, "Marry, 
Gossip, thou art like the man on ship-board, who, 
when the boatswain flogged him', did cry out, 'O,' 
wherever the rope's end fell on him: which caused 
Master Boatswain to say, 'Plague on thee, fellow, and 
a pize on thee, knave, wherever I hit thee there is no 
pleasing thee.' " 

"And truly there are some backs which Fortune 
is always belabouring," thought Sir Wilfrid, with a 
groan, "and mine is one that is ever sore." 

So, with a moderate retinue, whereof the knave 
"Wamba made one, and a large woollen comforter 
round his neck, which his wife's own white fingers 
had woven, Sir Wilfrid of Ivanlioe left home to join 
the King, his master. Rowena, standing on the steps, 
poured out a series of prayers and blessings, most 
edifying to hear, as her lord mounted his chargier, 
which his aqaires led to the door. "It yraa 1i\\Ck tooj 
of the British female ot rank," she said, ^Ho swS^x ^^ 
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gave him on his royal skull, which caused the Prince 
to be disturbed so easily; but added, that drinking 
became a person of royal blood, and' was but one of 
the duties of his station. 

Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe saw it would be of no avail 
to ask this man to bear him company on his projected 
tour abroad; but still he himself was every day more 
and more bent upon going, and he long cast about for 
some means of breaking to his Kowena his firm reso- 
lution to join the King. He thought she would cer- 
tainly fall ill if he communicated the news too abrapdj 
to her; he would pretend a journey to York to attend 
a grand jury; then a call to London on law business 
or to buy stock; then he would slip over to Cal&is 
by the packet by degrees, as it were; and so be with 
the King before his wife knew that he was out ^of 
sight of Westminster Hall. 

" Suppose your honour says you are going, as your 
honour would say Bo to a goose, plump, short, and 
to the point," said Wamba, the jester, who was Sir 
Wilfrid's chief counsellor and attendant, "depend ont 
her highness would bear the news like a Christian 
woman." 

"Tush, malapert! I will give thee the strap," said 
Sir Wilfrid, in a fine tone of high tragedy indignation; 
"thou knowest not the delicacy of the nerves of high- 
born ladies. An she faint not, write me down Hol- 
lander." 

"I will wager my bauble against an Irish billet of 

exchange that she will let your honour go oflf readily: 

that is, if you press not the matter too strongly,'* 

Wamba answered, knomn^ly, and this Ivanhoe foiind 

to his discomfiture: ior oi[ie mQm\\i% ^\. Vt^^ik&b^ 
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Sidopting a degage air, as he sipped his tea, he said, 
"My love, I was thinking of going over to pay his 
M[ajesty a visit in Normandy:'* upon which, laying 
down her muffin, (which, since the royal Alfred baked 
Qiose cakes, had been the chosen breakfast cake of noble 
inglo-Saxons, and which a kneeling page tendered to 
hier on a salver j chased by the Florentine Benvenuto 
CeUini,) -— "When do you think of going, Wilfrid, 
my dear?" — the lady said, and the moment the tea- 
MngB were removed, and the tables and their trestles 
put away, she set about mending his linen, and get- 
ting ready his carpet-bag. 

So Sir Wilfrid was as disgusted at her readiness 
to part with him as he had been weary of staying at 
bome, which caused Wamba, the fool, to say, "Marry, 
Gossip, thou art like the man on ship-board, who, 
wrben the boatswain flogged him', did cry out, 'O,' 
irherever the rope's end fell on him: which caused 
^faster Boatswain to say, 'Plague on thee, fellow, and 
I pize on thee, knave , wherever I hit thee there is no 
sleasing thee.' " 

"And truly there are some backs which Fortune 
18 always belabouring," thought Sir Wilfrid, with a 
p:t>an9 "ai^d mine is one that is ever sore." 

So, with a moderate retinue, whereof the knave 
Vfamba made one, and a large woollen comforter 
round his neck, which his wife's own white fingers 
lad woven, Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe left home to join 
lie King, his master. Rowena, standing on the steps, 
Kmred out a series of prayers and blessings, most 
edifying to hear, as her lord mounted his charger, 
vhich his squires led to the door. "It Yraa Wv^ ^\.^ 
^flbeBritiah female of roRk^" she said, ^Ho svx^iet^^ 
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all in the cause of her Sovereign. She would not fei 
loneliness during the campaign: she would hear o 
against widowhood, desertion, and an unprotecte 
situation." 

"My cousin Athelstane will protect thee," sai 
Ivanhoe, with profound emotion, as the tears trickk 
down his basnet; and bestowing a chaste salute npo 
the steel-clad warrior, Rowena modestly said, "Sh 
hoped his Highness would be so kind." 

Then Ivanhoe's trumpet blew: then Rowena wave 
her pocket-handkerchief: then the household gave 
shout: then the pursuivant of the good knight, Si 
Wilfrid the Crusader, flung out his banner (which w« 
argent a gules cramoisy with three Moors impale 
sable) : then Wamba gave a lash on his mule's haund 
and Ivanhoe, heaving a great sigh, turned the tail ( 
his war-horse upon the castle of his fathers. 

As they rode along the forest, they met Athelstan* 
the Thane, powdering along the road in the directio 
of Rotherwood on his great dray-horse of a charge 
"Good bye, good luck to you, old brick," cried tb 
Prince, using the vernacular Saxon; "pitch into thoi 
Frenchmen; give it ^^ over the face and eyes; ar 
I* 11 stop at home, ei^^ take care of Mrs. I." 

"Thank you, kinsman," said Ivanhoe, looking, hov 
ever, not particularly ^®^^ pleased; and the chiefs shi 
king hands, the traits ^^ ^^-ch took its different way- 
Athelstane's to Ro*^®'^^^^^^ Ivanhoe's towards b 
place of embarkatiaxi - 

The poor knigl^^ ^^ ^^^ wish, and yet his fa 
was a yard long 0^^ ^ yellow as a lawyer's pari 
meat; and having %CP^^^^ ^ ^^^t home any time th 
three years past ho ^^^^^ ^^ " -^Nyoi^ k\\i&\aX3^ 
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because, forsooth, he was going toRotherwood: which 
symptoms of discontent being observed by the witless 
Wamba, .caused that absurd madman to bring his re- 
beck over his shoulder from his back, and to sing — 
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Before I lost my five poor wit«, 

I mind me of a Komish clerk, 

Who sang how Care, the phantom dark, 

Beside the belted horseman sits. 

Methought I saw the griesly sprite 

Jump up but now behind my Kjiight. 

"Perhaps thou didst, knave," said Ivanhoe, look- 
ing over his shoulder; and the knave went on with his 
jingle. 

And though he gallop as he may, 
I mark that cursed momster black 
Still sits behind his honour's back, 
Tight squeezing of his heart alway. 
Like two black Templars sit they there, ' 
Beside one crupper. Knight and Care. 

No knight am I with pennoned spear. 
To prance upon a bold destrere : 
I will not have black Care prevail 
Upon my long-eared charger's tail, 
For lo, I am a v.-itless fool, 
And laugh at Grief and ride a mule. 

And his bells rattled as he kicked his mule*s 
sides. 

"Silence, fool!" said Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, in a 
voice both majestic and wrathful. "If thou knowest 
not care and grief, it is because tJiou knowest not love, 
whereof they are the companions. Who can love 
without an anxious heart? IIow shall there be joy 
at meeting, without tears at parting*?" ^J. ^v^iiCiV ^^<5k 

nackeray.. VIU. ^<\ 
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ibai his honour or my Mfy ahed muj anoa, tfaoai^ 
Wamba tiie fool, biit he was oolj a aany, and fail 
mind was not right). ^I would iiot esrahaogo mf 
vary aorrowB for thine indifference," the knig^ toth 
tinned. "Where tiiere is a snn there must be f 
shadow. If the shadow offend me, shalll put out w 
ejes and live in the dark? No! I am oontent irif 
my fate, even snch as it is. The Care of which flfli 
lypeakest, hard though it nu^ Yez him, nerer yet rail 
down an honest man. I can bear him on my ahoah 
ders, and make my way through ibi^ woild^s prass i| 
spite of him; for my arm is strong, and my awoid j| 
keen, and my shield has no stain on it;» and lay hatflj^ 
though it is sad, knows no goile." And here, talBUj 
a locket out of his waistcoat (which was made .lit, 
chain-mail), the knight kissed the token, pnt it bade 
under the waistcoat again, heayed a profound si^ 
and stack spurs into his horse. 

As for Wamba, he was munching a black pudding 
whilst Sir Wilfrid was making the aboye opescli 
(which implied some secret grief on the knight^s psity 
that must have been perfectly ^unintelligible to flis 
fool), and so did not listen to a single word of IviB- 
hoe's pompous remarks. They travelled on by skm 
stages through the whole kingdom, until they came to 
Dover, whence they took shipping for Calais. And ia 
this little voyage, being exceedingly sea-sick, and be- 
sides elated at the thought of meeting his Sovereign] 
the good knight cast away that profound melandid^ 
which had accompanied him during the whole of hh 
land journey. 
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CHAPTER n. 

The last days of the Lion. 

"bom Calais Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe took the dili-* 

e across country to Limoges, sending on Gurth, 

squire, with the horses and the rest of his atten- 

ts, with the exception of Wamba, who travelled not 

J as the knight's fool but as his valet, and who, 

.*ched on the roof of the carriage, amused himself 

blowing tunes upon the conducteur^ s French horn. 

le good Song Richard was, as Ivanhoe learned, in 

ie Limousin, encamped before a little place called 

'halus, the lord whereof, though a vassal of the 

Hng's, was holding the castle against his Sovereign 

ifith a resolution and valour, which caused a great 

fhiy and annoyance on the part of the Monarch with 

the Lion Heart. For brave and magnanimous as he 

was, the Lion-hearted one did not love to be baulked 

tny more than another; and, like the royal animal 

whom he was said to resemble, he commonly tore his 

adversary to pieces, and then, perchance, had leisure 

to think how brave the latter had been. The Count 

of Chalus had found, it was said, a pot of money; the 

royal Richard wanted it. As the Count denied that 

he had it, why did he not open the gates of his castle 

at once? It was a clear proof that he was guilty; and 

the King was determined to punish this rebel, and 

have his money and his life too. 

He had naturally brought no breaching guns witli 
him, because those instruments were not yet invented; 
and though he had assaulted the place a score of times 
with the utmost iury, his Majesty had been beaten 
^Mck on every occaaiotiy until he was so 8a\a^<ft \Jfik»X) '^ 
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was dangerous to approach the British Lion. TIrf 
Lion's wife, the lovely Berengaria, scarcely venturel 
to come near him. He flung the joint-stools in his 
tent at the heads of the officers of state, and kicked 
his aides-de-camp round his pavilion; and, in fact, a 
maid of honour, who brought a sack-posset into hil 
Majesty from the Queen, after he came in from tb 
assault, came spinning like a foot-ball out of the roya 
tent just as Ivanhoe entered it. 

"Send me my Austrian drum-major to flog tha 
woman," roared out the infuriate King. "By th 
bones of St. Barnabas she has burned the sack! B 
St. Wittikind, I will have her flayed alive. Ha! S 
George, Ha! St. Richard, whom have we here?" An 
he lifted up his demi-culverin, or curtal axe, a weapc 
weighing about thirteen hundred weight, and WJ 
about to fling it at the intruder's head, when tl 
latter, kneeling gracefully on one knee, said calmly 
"It is I, my good liege, Wilfrid of Ivanhoe." 

" What, Wilfrid of Templestowe, Wilfrid the marri( 
man, Wilfrid the hen-pecked," cried the King with 
sudden burst of good humour, flinging away the ci: 
verin from him, as though it had been a reed, ( 
lighted three hundred yards off, on the foot of Hugo < 
Bunyon , who was smoking a cigar at the door of l 
tent, and caused that redoubled warrior to limp f 
some days after.) "What, Wilfrid, my gossip? A 
come to see the lion's den? There are bones in 
man, bones and carcases, and the Lion is angry," sa 
the King, with a terrific glare of his eyes, "but tus 
we will talk of that anon. Ho! bring two gallons 
hypocras for the King, aw^ \\\Qi ^o^v!^ k^i9;ht.^ Wilfi 
ol Ivanhoe. Thou art com^ m \.\xafc^ ^SS^yv^., V^t 
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)t. Richard, and St. George, we will give a grand 
^saolt to-morrow. There will be bones broken, ha!" 

"I care not, my liege," said Ivanhoe, pledging the 
sovereign respectfully, and tossing off the whole con- 
ents of the bowl of hypocras to his Highness's good 
lealth, — and he at once appeared to be taken into 
ligh favour, not a little to the envy of many of the per- 
sons surrounding the King. 

As his Majesty said, there was fighting and feast- 
ing in plenty before Chalus. Day after day, the be- 
siegers made assaults upon the castle, but it was held 
80 stoutly by the Count of Chalus, and his gallant 
garrison, that each afternoon beheld the attacking par- 
ties returning disconsolately to their tents, leaving be- 
liind them many of their own slain , and bringing back 
with them store of broken heads, and maimed limbs, 
received in the unsuccessful onset. The valour dis- 
played by Ivanhoe, in all these contests, was prodi- 
gious; and the way in which he escaped death from 
the discharges of mangonels, catapults, battering-rams, 
twenty- four pounders, boiling oil, and other artillery, 
With which the besieged received their enemies, was 
t^markable. After a day's fighting, Gurth and Wamba 
ilsed to pick the arrows out of their intrepid master's 
Coat of mail, as if they had been so many almonds in 
a pudding. 'T was well for the good knight, that under 
his first coat of armour he wore a choice suit of Toledan 
Bteel, perfectly impervious to arrow shots, and given 
to him by a certain Jew, named Isaac of York, to 
vrhom he had done some considerable services a few 
jrears back. 

If KwgBichard had not been in BueVi b^t^"^'^ ^X. ^^ 
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repeated failures of his attacks upon the Castle, tbat 
all sense of justice was blinded in the lion-hearted 
Monarch, he would have been the first to acknowledge 
the valour of Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, and would haw . 
given him a Peerage, and the Grand Cross of the Bat^ * 
at least a dozen times in the course of the siege: for ^ 
Ivanhoe led more than a dozen storming parties, and i 
with his own hand killed as many men, (viz. two- 
thousand three-hundred and fifty one) within six, ai 
were slain by the lion-hearted Monarch himself. But 
his Majesty was rather disgusted than pleased, by hv 
faithful servant's prowess: and all the courtiers who 
hated Ivanhoe for his superior valour and dexterity, 
(for he would kill you off* a couple of hundred of then 
of Chains, whilst the strongest champions of the Eing's 
host could not finish more than their two dozen of a 
day,) poisoned the royal mind against Sir Wilfrid, and 
made the King look upon his feats of arms with m 
evil eye. Roger de Backbite sneeringly told the l^ng^ j 
that Sir Wilfrid had offered to bet an equal bet, thai 
he would kill more men than Richard himself in tin 
next assault: Peter de Toadhole said, that Ivanhoe 
stated every where, that his Majesty was not the man 
he used to be; that pleasures and drink had enervated 
him; that he could neither ride, nor strike a blow wiA 
sword or axe, as he had been enabled to do in the oU 
times in Palestine: and finally, in the twenty-fifth afr; 
sault, in which they had very nearly carried the plaeei 
and in which onset Ivanhoe slew seven, and his Hi 
jesty six, of the sons of the Count de Chalus, its d^ 
fender, Ivanhoe almost did for himself, by planting fail 
banner before the King's, upon the wall; and only 
rescued himself Irom \xttftr ^a^^^^^Xs^ ^wxx^'^laia Ma- 
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jesty's life several times in the course of this most 
desperate onslaught. 

Then the luckless knigth's very virtues (as, no 
donbt, my respected readers know) made him enemies 
amongst the men — nor was Ivanhoe liked by the wo- 
men frequenting the camp of the gay King Richard. 
His young Queen, and a brilliant court of ladies, at- 
tended the pleasure-loving Monarch. His Majesty 
would transact business in the morning, then fight se- 
verely from after breakfast till about three o'clock in 
the afternoon; from which time, until after midnight, 
there was nothing but jigging and singing, feasting 
and revelry, in the royal tents. Ivanhoe, who was 
asked as a matter of ceremony, and forced to attend these 
entertainments, not caring about the blandishments of 
my of the ladies present, looked on at their ogling 
and dancing with a countenance as glum as an under- 
taker's, and was a perfect wet-blanket in the midst of 
tlie festivities. His favourite resort and conversation 
were with a remarkably austere hermit, who lived in 
tbe neighbourhood of Chains, and with whom Ivanhoe 
loved to talk about Palestine, and the Jews, and other 
grave matters of import, better than to mingle in the 
gayest amusements of the court of King Richard. Many 
a night, when the Queen and the ladies were dancing 
quadrilles and polkas (in which his Majesty, who was 
enormously stout as well as tall, insisted upon figuring, 
and in which he was about as graceful as an elephant 
dancing a hornpipe), Ivanhoe would steal away from 
the ball, and come and have a night's chat under the 
moon with his reverend friend. It pained him to see a 
man of the King's age and size dancing about with the 
young folks. They laughed at his Majesty whilst they 
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flattered him: the pages and maids of honour mimich| 
the royal mountebank almost to his face; and, if Ivril 
hoe ever could have, laughed, he certainly would on 
night, when the King, in light-blue satin inexpressibla 
with his hair in powder, chose to dance the Minnet 4 
la Cour with the little Queen Berengaria. 

Then, after dancing, his Majesty must needs ordi 
a guitar, and begin to sing. He was said to compa 
his own songs, words, and music — but those who hai 
read Lord Campobello's lives of the Lord Chancellof 
are aware that tliere was a person by the name < 
Blondel, who, in fact, did all the musical part of tl 
King's performances; and, as for the words, when 
King writes verses , we may be sure there will be pleni 
of people to admire his poetry. His Majesty woii 
sing you a ballad, of which he had stolen every ide 
to an air which was ringing on all the barrel-organs 
Christendom, and, turning round to his courtier 
would say, "How do you like that? I dashed it o 
this morning." Or, "Blondel, what do you think < 
this movement in B flat?" or what not; and the com 
tiers and Blondel, you may be sure, would applai 
with all their might, like hypocrites as they were. 

One evening, it was the evening of the 27th Hard 
1199, indeed, his Majesty, who was in the musici 
mood, treated the court with a quantity of his so-callE 
compositions, until the people were fairly tired ' 
clapping with their hands, and laughing in their sleeve 
First he sang an original air and poem, beginning 

Cherries nice, cherries nice, nice, come choose, 
Fresh and fair ones, who '11 refuse? &c. 

The which he was ready to take his affidavit he hi 
composedi the day beioxe ^^%\iet^«»:^. 'l^ciax^V^ ^^jck?^« 
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Uy original heroic melody, of which the chorus 

Rule Britannia, Britannia rules tho sea, 

For Britons never, never, never, slaves shall be, &c. 

he courtiers applauded this song as they did the 
, all except Ivanhoe, who sate without changing 
scle of his features , until the King questioned him, 
the knight with a bow said, "he thought he had 
I something very like the air and the words else- 
3." His Majesty scowled at him a savage glance 
under his red bushy eye-brows; but Ivanhoe had 
. the royal life that day, and the King, therefore, 
difficulty controlled his indignation. 
Well," said he, "by St. Richard and St. George 
e never heard this song, for I composed it this 
afternoon as I took mv bath after the m^lee. Did 
, Blondel?" 

londel, of course, was ready to take an affidavit 
his Majesty had done as he said, and the King, 
iming on his guitar with his great red fingers 
thumbs, began to sing out of tune, and as fol- 



COMMANDERS OF THE FAITHFUL. 

The Pope he is a happy man, 

His Palace is the Vatican : 

And there he sits and drains his can, 

The Pope he is a happy man. 

I often say when I 'm at home, 

I 'd like to be the Pope of Rome. 

And then there 's Sultan Saladin, • 
That Turkish Soldan full of sin; 
He has a hundred wives at least, 
By which his pleasure is increased; 
I We often wished, I hope no sin, 
Tbatlwero Sult&n Saladin. 
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But no, the Pope no wife may chose. 
And 80 I would not wear his shoes; 
No wine may drink the proad Paynim, 
And so I 'd rather not be him; 
My wife, my wine, I love 1 hope, 
And would be neither Turk nor Pope. 

Encore! Encore! Bravo! Bis! Everybody ap- 
plauded the King's song with all his might; everybodjr 
except, Ivanhoe, who preserved his abominable gravity** 
and when asked aloud by Roger de Backbite whether * 
he had heard that too? said, firmly, ^'Yes, Roger de 
Backbite, and so hast thou if thou darest but tell the 
truth." 

"Now, by St. Cicely, may I never touch gitteni 
again," bawled the King in a fury, "if every note, 
word, and thought be not mine; may I die in to-mor- 
row's onslaught if the song be not my song. Sing 
thyself, Wilfrid of the Lanthorn Jaws; thou couldst 
sing a good song in old times:" and with all his 
might, and with a forced laugh, the King, who loved 
brutal practical jests, flung his guitar at the head of 
Ivanhoe. 

Sir Wilfrid caught it gracefully with one hand, 
and, making an elegant bow to the Sovereign, began 
to chant as follows: — 

KING CANUTE. 

King Canute was weary-hearted; he had reigned for years a score; 
Battling, struggling, pushing, fighting, killing much and robbing more, 
And he thought upon his actions, walking by the wild sea shore. 

'Twixt the Chancellor and Bishop walked the King with steps sedate, 
Chamberlains and grooms came after, silver sticks and gold sticks great, 
Chaplains, aides-de-camp, and pages, — all the officers of state. 

Sliding after like his shadow, pausing when he chose to pause ; 

If a frown his face contracteCi, 6tta.\^\v\. V)sv<i toxx^V'Kt^ ^^^^'it^tlLelr jaws; 

If to laugh the King was mVuaeei, o\ii\.\Xv«^ \iMx«XVsx\wi^>wi'i-\vw'^. 
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at day a something vexed him, that waa clear to old and yoang, 
! hia Grace had yawned at table, when his favonrite gleeman anng, 
the Queen woidd have consoled him, but he bade her hold her 
tongue. 

hing ails my gracious Master," cried the Keeper of the Seal, 
ny lord, it is the lampreys, served at dinner, or the veal ! V 
" exclaimed the angry Monarch, ** Keeper, 't is not that I feel. 

le heart and not the dinner, fool, that doth my rest impair; 
King be great as I am, prithee, and yet know no care ? 
m sick, and tired, and weary." — Some one cried, **The King's 
arm-chair 1" 

towards the lackeys turning, quick my lord the Keeper nodded, 
ht the King's great chair was brought him , by two footmen able- 
bodied, 
idly he sank into it; it was comfortably wadded. 

ig on my fierce companions," cried he, " over storm and brine, 
fought and I have conquered ! Where was glory like to mine I " 
f all the courtiers echoed. *^ Where is glory like to thine?" 

ivail me all my kingdoms ? Weary am I now, and old, 
fair sons I have begotten, long to see me dead and cold ; 
1 1 were, and quiet buried, underneath the silent mould I 

lorse, the writhing serpent ! at my bosom tears and bites ; 
1, horrid things I look on, though I put out all the lights ; 
9 of ghastly recollections troop about my bed of nights. 

burning, convents blazing, red with sacrilegious fires; 

rs weeping, virgins screaming, vainly for their slaughtered sires — ** 

ich a tender conscience," cries the Bishop, ** every one admires. 

r such unpleasant bygones, cease, my gracious Lord, to search, 
re forgotten and forgiven by our holy Mother Church; 
, never does she leave her benefactors in the lurch. 

the land is crowned with Minsters, which your Grace's bounty 
raised ; 
s filled with holy men, where you and Heaven are daily praised ; 
ly lord, to think of dying? on my conscience, 1 *m amazed I" 

feel," replied King Canute, "that my end is drawing near: " 
Bay 80," exclaimed the courtiers (striving each to squeeze a tear), 
our Grace is strong and lusty, and may live this fifty year. 

lese fifty years I " the Bishop roared, with actions made to suit, 
a msdf my good Lord Keeper^ thus to speak ofKin^ Cj&traXAt 
re lived a thousand years, and sure hU Ml^esty -wWl Ao ''X* 
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*^Adam, Enoch, Lamech, Canan, Mahalecl, Methasela, 

Lived nine hundred years apiece, and mayn't the King as wcli aathey?* 
"Fervently," exclaimed the Keeper, "fervently, I trust he may." 

" lie to die ? " resumed the Bishop. " He a mortal like to us ? 
Death was not for him intended, though communis omnibus; 
Keeper, you are irreligious, for to talk and cavil thus. 

"With his wondrous skill in healing ne'er a Doctor can compete 
Loathsome lepers, if he touch them, start up clean upon their feet; 
Surely he could raise the dead up, did his Highness think it meet. 

"Did not once the Jewish Captain stay the sun upon the hill. 
And, the while he slew the foemen, bid the silver moon stand still? 
So, no doubt, could gracious Canute, if it were his sacred will." 

"Might I stay the sun above us, good Sir Bishop ?" Canute cried; 
Could I bid the silver moon to pause upon her heavenly ride? 
If the moon obeys my orders, sure I can command the tide. 

"Will the advancing waves obey me. Bishop, if I make the sign?" 

Said the Bishop, bowing lowly, "Land and sea, my lord, are thine." 
; Canute turned towards the ocean — "Back!" he said, "thou foam 
briue. 

"From the sacred shore I stand on, I command thee to retreat; 
Venture not, thou stormy rebel, to approach thy master's seat; 
Ocean, be thou still! I bid thee come not nearer to my feet!" 

But the sullen ocean answered with a louder, deeper roar. 

And the rapid waves drew nearer, fallinj^ sounding on the shore ; 

Back the Keeper and the Bishop, back tlie King and (.'ourtiers bore. 

And he sternly bade thorn never more to kneel to human clay, 
But alone to praise and worship That which earth and seas obey. 
And his golden crown of empire never wore he from that day. 
King Canute is dead and gone : Parasites exist alway. 

At this ballad, which, to be sure, was awfully lo 
and as grave as a sermon, some of the courtiers 
tered, some yawned, and some affected to be asle 
and snore outright. But Roger de Backbite think 
to curry favour with the King by this piece of \ 
garity, his Majesty fetched him a knock on the n 
and a buffet on tlie ear, n\\v\c\\^ L warrant me, wake 
Master Koger; to wlvom \Xve ISXxi^ ^^\^^ '*'*\A^\fc\v 
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aViJ, slave, Wilfrid is singing about thee — Wil- 
thy ballad is long, but it is to the purpose, and 
ive grown cool during thy homily. Give me thy 
, honest friend. Ladies, good-night. Gentlemen, 
ive the grand assault to-morrow; when I promise 
Wilfrid, thy banner shall not be before mine" — 
the King giving his arm to her Majesty, retired 
the private pavilion. 



CHAPTER III. 

St. Guorgc for England. 

^HiLST the Royal Richard and his Court were 
ng in the camp outside the walls of Chains, they 
e castle were in the most miserable plight that 
be conceived. Hunger, as well a^ the fierce as- 
I of the besiegers, had made dire ravages in the 
The garrison's provisions of corn and cattle, 
very horses, dogs, and donkeys had been eaten 
- so that it might well be said by Wamba, "that 
e, as well as slaughter, had thinned the garrison." 
I the men of Chalus came on the walls to defend 
linst the scaling parties of King Richard — they 
like so many skeletons in armour — they could 
Y pull their bow-strings at last, or pitch down 
3 on the heads of his Majesty's party, so weak 
:heir arms become, and the gigantic Count of 
is, a warrior as redoubtable for his size and 
jth as Richard Plantagenet himself, was scarcely 
o lift up his battle axe upon the day of that last 
It, when Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe ran him througli 
* * hut we are advancing matters. 
hat should prevent me from describing \)afc «jwQ\afc'«s 
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of hunger which the Count (a man of large appetite) 
Buffered in company with his heroic sons and garrison? 

— Nothing, hut that Dante has already done ths 
husiness in the notorious history of Count Ugolino, M 
that my efforts might be considered as mere imitatioiui. 
Why should I not, if I were minded to revel in horri- 
fying details, show you how the famished garrison 
drew lots, and ate themselves during the siege; and 
how the unlucky lot falling upon the Coimtess of 
Chains, that heroic woman, taking an affectionate leave 
of her family, caused her large cauldron in the casde 
kitchen to be set a-boiling, had onions, carrots and 
herbs, pepper *and salt made ready, to make a savoury 
soup, as the French like it, and when all things were 
quite completed, kissed her children, jumped into the \ 
cauldron from off a kitchen stool, and so was stewed 
down in her flannel bed-gown? Dear friends, it is not 
from want of imagination, or from having no turn for 
the terrible or pathetic, that I spare you these details. 

— I could give you some description that would spoil 
your dinner and night's rest, and make your hair stand 
on end. — But why harrow your feelings? Fancy 
all the tortures and horrors that possibly can occur in 
a beleaguered and famished castle: fancy the feelings 
of men who know that no more quarter will be given 
them than they would get if they were peaceful Hun- 
garian citizens, kidnapped and brought to trial by his 
Majesty the Emperor of Austria, and then let us rush 
on to the breach and prepare once more to meet the 
assault of dreadful King Richard and his men. 

On the 29th of March in the year 1199, the good 
King, having copiously i^arVakevi cA \yt<i^kia8t^ caused 
bis trumpets to Mow, ari^ a^\^xi^^^ V\^\a&\>L^'^\.Nss^^\s. 
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^h of the castle of Chalus. Arthur de Pen- 
ore his banner; Wilfrid of Ivanhoe fought on 
^'s right hand. Molyneux, Bishop of Bullock- 
doffed crosier and mitre for that day, and 
fat and pursy, panted up the breach with the 
solute spirit, roaring out war- cries and curses, 
elding a prodigious mace of iron, with which 
good execution. Hugo de Backbite was forced 
ae in attendance upon the Sovereign, but took 
keep in the rear of his august master, and to 
r behind his huge triangular shield as much as 
3le. Many lords of note followed the King and 
the ladders; and as they were placed against the 
, the air was perfectly dark with the shower of 
Mrs which the English archers poured out at the 
egers; and the cataract of stones, kettles, boot- 
J, chests of drawers, crockery, umbrellas, congreve- 
£ets, bomb -shells, bolts and arrows, and other 
siles which the desperate garrison, fung out on the 
■ming party. The King received a copper coal- 
ttle right over his eyes, and a mahogany wardrobe 
I discharged at his morion, which would have felled 
ox, and would have done. for the King had not 
ohoe warded it off skilfully. Still they advanced, 
warriors falling around them like grass beneath the 
ihe of the mower. 

The ladders were placed in spite of the hail of 
th raining round: the King and Ivanhoe were, of 
rae, the first to mount them. Chalus stood in the 
idi, borrowing strength from despair; and roaring 
'^Ha! Plantagenet, Saint Barbacue for Chalus!" 
iealt the Kin^ a crack across the helmet with his 
h-^u^ which shore off the gilt lion and cro^vrn^Jti^^ 
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siiimounted the steel cap. The King bent and reel 
back; the besiegers were dismayed; the garrison a 
the Count of Chalus set up a shout of triumph; bat 
was premature. 

As quick as thought Ivanhoe was into the Coi 
with a thrust in tierce, which took him just at 
joint of the armour, and ran him through as clean 
a spit does a partridge. Uttering a horrid shriek, 
fell back writhing; the King recovering staggered 
the parapet; the rush of knights followed, and 
union -jack was planted triumphantly on the walls j 
as Ivanhoe, — but we must leave him for a mom* 

"Ha, St. Kichard! — ha, St. George!" the 
mendous voice of the Lion -king was heard over 
loudest roar of the onset. At every sweep of his W 
a severed head flew over the parapet, a spouting tr 
tumbled, bleeding, on the flags of the bartizan. ' 
world hath never seen a warrior equal to that Li 
hearted Plantagenet, as he raged over the keep, 
eyes flashing fire through tjie bars of his mor 
snorting and chafing with the hot lust of battle. < 
by one les en f ants de Chahis had fallen : there was ( 
one left at last of all the brave race that had foi 
round the gallant Count: — only one, and but a 1 
a fair- haired boy, a bliic-cyed boy! he had been gat 
ing pansies in the fields but yesterday — it was 
a few years, and he Avas a baby in his mother's ai 
Wliat could his puny sword do against the most 
doubted blade in Christendom? — and yet Bohen: 
faced the great champion of England, and met him 
to foot! Turn away, turn away, my dear young fri< 
and Icind-hearted \ad\es\ l^o tvot look at that ill-f 
poor boy! his blade ia cYUs\i^Oi mVo %^\v\v\.^^^ \wA^ 
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axe of the conqueror, and the poor child is beaten to 
his knee! ♦ * * 

"Now, by St. Barbacue of Limoges,*' said Bertrand 
de Gourdon, "the butcher will never strike down 
yonder lambling! Hold thy hand. Sir King, or, by St. 
Barbacue — " 

Swift as thought the veteran archer raised his 
arblast to his shoulder, the whizzing bolt fled from the 
ringing string, and the next moment crushed quivering 
into the corslet of Plantagenet. 

'T was a luckless shot, Bertrand of Gourdon! Mad- 
dened by the pain of the wound, the brute nature of 
Richard was aroused: his fiendish appetite for blood 
rose to madness, and grinding his teeth, and with a 
curse too horrible to mention , the flashing axe of the 
royal butcher fell down on the blond ringlets' of the 
child, and the children of Chains were no more! * * * 

I just throw this off by way of description, and to 
show what might be done if I chose to indulge in this 
style of composition, but as in the battles, which are 
described by the kindly chronicler of one of whose 
works this present masterpiece is professedly a con- 
tinuation, everything passes off agreeably; the people 
are slain, but without any unpleasant sensation to the 
reader; nay some of the most savage and blood-stained 
characters of history, such is the indomitable good 
humour of the great novelist, become amiable jovial 
companions, for whom one has a hearty sjrmpathy — 
so, if you please, we will have this fighting business 
at Chains, and the garrison and honest Bertrand of 
Grourdon, disposed of, the former according to the usage 
ot the good old times, having been Imng u^ , qt xkwx 

Thackeraif. VfU. «i ^ 
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dered to a man , and the latter killed in the mani 
described by the late Dr. Goldsmith in his History. 

As for the Lion-hearted, we all very well knoF 
that the shaft of Bertrand de Gourdon put an end ti 
the royal hero — and that from that 29th of Mmh 
he never robbed or murdered any more. And we hw» 
legends in recondite books of the manner of the Ein^l 
death. 

"You must die, my son," said the Venerable Waltei 
of Rouen, as Berengaria was carried shrieking fron 
the King's tent. "Repent, Sir King, and separalx 
yourself from your children!" 

"It is ill-jesting with a dying man," replied tb 
King. "Children have I none, my good lord bishop 
to inherit after me." 

"Richard of England," said the archbishop, turnin| 
up his fine eyes, "your vices are your children. Am 
bition is your eldest child. Cruelty is your secon< 
child, Luxury is your third child; and you have nou 
rished them from your youth up. Separate yoursel 
from these sinful ones, and prepare your soul, for th 
hour of departure draweth nigh." 

Violent, wicked, sinful, as he might have beer 
Richard of England met his death like a Christian mar 
Peace be to the soul of the brave! When the new 
came to King Philip of France, he sternly forbade hi 
courtiers to rejoice at the death of his enemy. "It i 
no matter of joy but of dolour," he said, "that tb 
bulwark of Christendom and the bravest king of Eurof 
is no more." 

Meanwhile wYiat Ws> "Ni^eoicia oI^yc^^^^^^^^Vv^ 



SBBSCCA AKD BOWEKA. 195 

boe, whom we left in the act of rescuing his Sovereign 
by mnning the Count of Chains through the body? 

As the good knight stooped down to pick his 
sword out of the corpse of his fallen foe, some one 
coming behind him suddenly thrust a dagger into his 
back at a place where his shirt of mail was open, (for 
Sir Wilfrid had armed that morning in a hurry, and it 
was bis breast, not his back, that he was accustomed 
ordinarily to protect), and when poor Wamba came up 
on the rampart, which he did when the fighting was 
over — being such a fool that he could not be got to 
thmst bis head into danger for glory's sake — he 
found bis dear knight with the dagger in his back 
lying without Hfe upon the body of the Count de Cha- 
ins whom he had anon slain. 

Ah, what a howl poor Wamba set up when he 
found his master killed! How he lamented over the 
corpse of that noble knight and friend! What mattered 
it to bim that Richard the King was borne wounded 
to bis tent, and that Bcrtrand de Gourdon was flayed 
alive? At another time the sight of this spectacle might 
have amused the simple knave; but now all his thoughts 
were of his lord, so good, so gentle, so kind, so loyal, 
80 frank with the great, so tender to the poor, so 
truthful of speech, so modest regarding his own merit, 
80 true a gentleman, in a word, that anybody might, 
with reason, deplore him. 

As Wamba opened the dear knight's corslet, he 
fonnd a locket round his neck, in which there was some 
hair, not flaxen like that of my Lady Rowena, who was 
ahnost as fair as an Albino, but as black, Wamba 
thought, as the locks of the Jewish maiden whom the 
huffbt had rescued ia the lists of Templealo"^^, K\^^* 
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of Rowena's hair was in Sir "Wilfrid's possessior 
but that was in his purse along with his seal of 
and a couple of groats ; for the good knight neve 
any money, so generous was he of his largesses 
money came in. 

Wamba took the purse, and seal, and groat 
he left the locket of hair round his master's necl 
when he returned to England never said a word 
the circumstance. After all, how should he know 
hair it was? It might have been the knight's j 
mother's hair for aught the fool knew;' so he k( 
counsel when he brought back the sad news and 
to the disconsolate widow at Rotherwood. 

The poor fellow would never have left the b 
all, and indeed sate by it all night, and until th 
of the morning, when, seeing two suspicious - L 
characters advancing towards him, he fled in d 
supposing that they were marauders who we 
searching for booty among the dead bodies ; and '. 
not the least courage, lie fled from these, and ti 
down the breach, and never stopped running as 
his legs would carry him until he reached the t< 
his late beloved master. 

The news of the knight's demise, it appeare 
been known at his quarters long before; for h 
vants were gone, and had ridden off* on his hors 
chests were plundered, there was not so mucl 
shirt collar left in his drawers, and the very b< 
blankets had been carried away by these faithful 
dants. Who had slain Ivanhoe? That remains i 
tery to the present day; but Hugo de Backbite, 
nose he had pulled iox d^lam5x)C\o\i., ^\A^\\o was 
him in the assault al CW\us.^ -^^^ ^^^x^.x^n^-j^'w 



BEBEOOA AND BO WEN A^. 197. 

at the Court of King John in an embroidered 
waistcoat which Rowena could have sworn she 
)rked for Ivanhoe, and about which the widow 
have made some little noise, but that — but 
e was no longer a widow. 

it she truly deplored the death of her lord, can- 
questioned, for she ordered the deepest mourn- 
ich any milliner in York could supply, and erected 
unent to his memory, as big as a minster. But 
js a lady of such fine principles, that she did 
3w her grief to over-master her; and an oppor- 
speedily arising for uniting the two best Saxon 
J in England, by an alliance between herself and 
itleman who offered himself to her, Rowena sa- 
ber inclination to remain single, to her sense 
; and contracted a second matrimonial engage- 
it Athelstane was the man, I suppose no reader 

• with life, and novels (which are a rescript of 
id are all strictly natural and edifying,) can for 
3nt doubt. Cardinal Pandulfo tied the knot for 
ind lest there should be any doubt about Ivan- 
leath, (for his body was never sent home after 

• seen after Wamba ran away from it), his emi- 
procured a papal decree, annulling the former 
je, so that Rowena became Mrs. Athelstane with 

conscience. And Who shall be surprised, if she 
tppier with the stupid and boozy thane, than 
le gentle and melancholy Wilfrid? Did women 
bave a predilection for fools, I should like to 
or fall in love with donkeys, before the time of 
ours of Bottom and Titania? "Ah! Mary, had 
t pre/erred an ass to a man, wo\x19l ^oxxVw?^ 
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married Ja<!k Bray, when a Michael Angelo offewl 
Ah! Fanny, were yon not a woman, wonld yon perti 
in adoring Tom Hiccups, who beats you, and coiM 
home tipsy from the Chib?" Yes, Rowena cared 
hundred times more about tipsy Athelstane, than ev 
she had done for gentle Ivanhoe, and so great was V 
infatuation about the latter, that she would sit up' 
his knee in the presence of all her maidens, and 
him smoke his cigars in the very drawing-room. 

This is the epitaph she caused to be written 
Father Drono, (who piqued himself upon his Latinit 
on the stone commemorating the death of her late lo 

§\c tit €^iiilfnt)U0f belli Xtum Dtrit QDtDiua *, 
Cum 0lo^i0 n lottcea, Hormannia n quoqnt fvantxa 
Vtxbna ttuta tiabnt: per ^iircos muUum equitabat: 
^utlbertum 0fcttiit: ntr|iie gterosolpma uiuit. 
geu! nunc sub faeea sunt tami milttis 0000^ 
^r0r ^tljeUtnni est C0njur casttesima ^Ijant. 

And this is the translation which the doggrel ku 
Wamba made of the Latin lines. 



REQUIESCAT. 

Under the stone you behold, 
Buried, and coffined, and cold, 
Lieth Sir Wilfrid the Bold. 

Always he marched in advance, 
Warring in Flandera and France, 
Doughty with sword and with lance. 

Famous in Saracen fight, 

Rode in his youth the good knight. 

Scattering Paynims in flight. 

Brian ttve Tetftp\aT aixvItw^, 
Fairly in touttve-y \\fc e\vN, 
Saw Hict\iso\cmtoo. 
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Now he is buried and gone, 
Lying bene ith the grey stone : 
Where shall yon find such a one ? 

Long time his widow deplored. 
Weeping the fate of her lord, 
Sadly cut oflF by the sword. 

When she was eased of her pain. 
Came the good Lord Athelstane, 
When her ladyship married again* 

%ne burst into a loud laugh, when he heard 
last line, but Bowena would have had the 
ed, had not the Thane interceded, and to 
lid, she could refuse nothing. 

CHAPTER iV. 

Ivanhoe redlvivus. 

p nobody will suppose, from the events de- 
the last Chapter, that our friend Ivanhoe is 
I. Because we have given him an epitaph 
[ a monument, are these any reasons that he 
really gone out of the world? No: as in the 
, when we see Clown and Pantaloon lay out 
and cry over him, we are always sure that 
rlequin will be up at the next minute alert 
r in his glistening coat; and, after giving a 
3 ears to the pair of them, will be taking a 
I Columbine, or leaping gaily through the 
or into the three-pair-of-stairs window: — 
Ifrid, the Harlequin of our Christmas piece, 
n through a little, or may make believe to 
>ut will assuredly rise up again when he 19 
d show himself at the right moment, 
picious-looking characters from whom Wamba 
vere no cut -throats and plundei^ift «»►% ^^ 
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poor knave imagined, bat no other than Ivaj 
friend, the hermit, and a reverend brother of his 
visited the scene of the' late battle in order to 
any Christians still survived there, whom they 
shrive and get ready for Heaven, or to whon 
might possibly offer the benefit of their skill as le 
Both were prodigiously learned in the healing ar 
had about them those precious elixirs which sc 
occur in romances, and with which patients are 
raculously restored. Abruptly dropping his m 
head from his lap as he fled, poor Wamba caus 
knight's pate to fall with rather a heavy thump 
ground, and if the knave had but stayed a minute 1 
he would have heard Sir Wilfrid utter a deep 
But though the fool heard him not, the holy h 
did; and to recognize the gallant Wilfrid, to wit 
the enormous dagger still sticking out of his ba 
wash the wound with a portion of the precious 
and to pour a little of it down his throat, was w 
excellent hermits the work of an instant; which 
dies being applied, one of the good men to( 
knight by the heels and the other by the Iieac 
bore him daintily from the castle to their her 
in a neighbouring rock. As for the Count of C 
and the remainder of the slain, the hermits we 
much occupied with Ivanhoe's case to mind ther 
did not, it appears, give them any elixir, so t 
they are really dead, they must stay on the rj 
stark and cold; or if otherwise, when the scene 
upon them as it does now, they may get up, 
themselves, go to the slips and drink a pot of 
or change their stage-clolVv^s axid^o home to suppe 
dear readers, you may ^^VWa ^^ xciaXX^-^^ ^Ka>ka\^«5 
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selves as you like. If you wish to kill the characters 
really off, let them be dead, and have done with them: 
bnt, entre nous^ I don't believe they are any more dead 
than you or I are, and sometimes doubt whether there 
ii a single syllable of truth in this whole story. 

Well, Ivanhoe was taken to the hermits' cell, and 
there doctored by the holy fathers for his hurts, which 
Were of such a severe and dangerous order, that he 
Was tinder medical treatment for a very considerable 
time. When he woke up from his delirium, and asked 
how long he had been ill, fancy his astonishment when 
he heard that he had been in the fever for six years! 
He thought the reverend fathers were joking at first, 
but their profession forbade them from that sort of le- 
vity; and besides, he could not possibly have got well 
any sooner, because the story would have been sadly 
put out had he appeared earlier. And it proves how 
good the fathers were to him, and how very nearly 
that scoundrel of a Hugh de Backbite's dagger had 
finished him, that he did not get well under this great 
length of time, during the whole of which the fathers 
tended him without ever thinking of a fee. I know of 
a kind physician in this town who does as much some- 
times, but I won't do him the ill service of mentioning 
his name here. 

Ivanhoe, being now quickly pronounced well, trim- 
med his beard, which by this time hung down consi- 
derably below his knees, and calling for his suit of 
chain armour, which before had fitted his elegant per- 
son as tight as wax, now put it on, and it bagged and 
hung so loosely about him, that even the good Friars 
lauded at his absurd appearance. It was impossible 
that be shovid go about the country in s^udi ^ ^^^ 
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as that: the very boys would laugh at him: so tf 
Friars gave him one of their old gowns, in which I 
disguised himself; and, after taking an afiectionai 
farewell of his friends, set forth on his return to hi 
native country. As he went along, he learned th« 
Bi chard was dead, that John reigned, that Prince Ai 
thur had been poisoned, and was of course mad 
acquainted with various other facts of public importanc 
recorded in Pinnock's Catechism and the Historic Page 
But these subjects did not interest him near si 
much as his own private affairs; and I can fancy tha 
his legs trembled under him, and his pilgrim's stai 
shook with emotion, as at length, after many perils 
he came in sight of his paternal mansion of Rothei 
wood, and saw once more the chimneys smoking, th 
shadows of the oaks over the grass in the sunset, an 
the rooks winging over the trees. He heard the sup 
per gong sounding: he knew his way to the door we 
enough; he entered the familiar hall with a benedicit 
and without any more words took his place. 

You might have thought for a moment that th 
grey friar trembled, and his shrunken cheek looke 
deadly pale; but he recovered himself presently, nc 
could you see his pallor for the cowl which covere 
his face. 

A little boy was playing on Athelstane's knee; Roti 
ena, smiling and patting the Saxon Thane fondly o 
his broad bull-head, filled him a huge cup of spice 
wine from a golden jug. He drained a quart of tl 
liquor, and, turning round, addressed the friar, — 

"And so, grey irere, iViow slowest ^ood King Richai 
fall at Chains by tbie boVt o\ \Xy^\. \fcViii.\i^-^rais«^." 
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"We did, an it please you. The brothers of our 
umse attended the good King in his last moments; in 
intfa, he made a Christian ending!" 

"And didst thou see the archer flayed alive? It must 
bftve been rare sport,*' roared Athelstan^, laughing 
hugely at the joke. "How the fellow must have 
howled!" 

"My love!" said Bowena, interposing tenderly, and 
patting a pretty white finger on his lip. 

"I would have liked to see it too," cried the boy. 

"That 's my own little Cedric, and so thou shalt. 
And, friar , didst see my poor kinsman Sir Wilfrid of 
Ivanhoe? They say he fought well at Chains!" 

"My sweet lord," again interposed Bowena, "men- 
tion him not." 

"Why? Because thou and he were so tender in 
days of yore — when you could not bear my plain 
fiM», being all in love with his pale one?" 

"Those times are past now, dear Athelstane," said 
his affectionate wife, looking up to the ceiling. 

"Marry, thou never couldst forgive him the Jewess, 
Bowena." 

"The odious hussy! don't mention the name of the 
onbelieving creature," exclaimed the lady. 

"Well, well, poor Will was a good lad — a thought 
melancholy and milksop though. Why, a pint of sack 
Fuddled his poor brains." 

"Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe was a good lance," said 
!he friar. "I have heard there was none better in 
[[Ihristendom. 'He lay in our convent after his wounds, 
ind it was there we tended him till he died. He was 
)aried in our north cloister." 

''And there 's an end of him " BeoiiL k\)DLA^\»Cka. 
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"But come, this is dismal talk. Where's Wai 
jester? Let us have a song. Stir up, Warn 
don't lie like a dog in the fire! Sing us a son 
crack-brained jester, and leave off whimpering 
gones. Tu§h, man! There be many good fel 
in this world." 

"There be buzzards in eagles' nests," War 
who was lying stretched before the fire sh« 
hearth with the Thane's dogs. "There be d 
alive and live men dead. There be merry S( 
dismal songs. Marry, and the merriest are 
dest sometimes. I will leave off motley and we 
gossip Athelstane. I will turn howler at fune 
then, perhaps, I shall be merry. Motley 
mutes, and black for fools. Give me some dr 
sip, for my voice is as cracked as my brain." 

"Drink and sing, thou beast, and cease 
the Thane said. 

And Wamba, touching his rebeck wildly, ; 
the chimney -side and curled his lean shanks 
and began: — 

LOVE AT TWO SCORE. 

Ho ! pretty page, with dimpled chin, 

That never has known the barber's shear, 

All your aim is woman to win. 

This is the way that boys begin. 

Wait till you 've come to forty year! 

Curly gold locks cover foolish brains, 
Billing and cooing is all your cheer, 

Sighing and singing of midnight strains 

Under Bonnybells' window-panes. 

Wait till you 've come to forty year ! 

Forty times ovet\e\."5!\\c\vBL^\vw?i9.\>a.%s.^ 
Grizzling \ia\T \.Yv<i \>xo\u Oi^Via. c\<i^\\ 
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Then yon know a boy ia an ass, ' 

Then yon know the worth of a lass, 
Once you have come to forty year. 

Pledge me ronnd, I bid ye declare, 

All good fellows whose beards are grey ; 

Did not the fairest of the fair 

Common grow and wearisome, ere 
Ever a month was past away? 

The reddest lips that ever have kissed. 
The brightest eyes that ever have shone, 

May pray and whisper and we not list, 

Or look away and never be missed. 
Ere yet ever a month was gone. 

Gillian *s dead. Heaven rest her bier. 

How I loved her twenty years' sjtic ! 
Marian *s married, but I sit here. 
Alive and merry at forty year. 

Dipping my nose in the Gascon wine. 

"Who taught thee that merry lay, Wamba, thou 
son of Witless?" roared Athelstane, clattering his cup 
on the table and shouting the chorus. 

"It was a good and holy hermit, Sir, the pious 
clerk of Copmanhurst, that you wot of, who played 
many a prank with us in the days that we knew King 
Richard. Ah, noble Sir, that was a jovial time and a 
good priest." 

"They say the holy priest is sure of the next bi- 
shopric, my love," said Rowena. "His majesty hath 
taken him into much favour. My lord of Huntingdon 
looked very well at the last ball, though I never could 
see any beauty in the countess-^ a freckled, blowsy 
thing, whom they used to call Maid Marian ; though, 
for the matter of that, what between her flirtations 
with Major Littlejohn and Captain Scarlett, really — " 

"Jealous again, haw! haw!" laughed Athelstane. 

"I am above jealousy, and scorn it," Rowena 
answered, drawing herself up very ixia^ftsCvi^J^^ , 
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"Well, well, Wamba'fi was a good song," . 
stane said. 

"Nay, a wicked song," said Rowena, torni 
her eyes as usual. "What! rail at woman's 
Prefer a filthy wine- cup to a true wife? Woman' 
is eternal, my Athelstane. He who questions it 
be a blasphemer were he not a fool. • The well 
and well- nurtured gentlewoman loves once anc 
only." 

"I pray you. Madam, pardon me, I — I 8 
well," said the grey friar, rising abruptly frc 
settle, and tottering down the steps of the- dais. ^ 
sprung after him, his bells jingling as he ros( 
casting his arms round the apparently faintinjo 
he led him away into the court. "There be det 
alive and live men dead," whispered he. "Th 
coffins to laugh at and marriages to cry over, 
not sooth, holy friar?" And when they had g 
into the solitary court, which was deserted by 
followers of the Thane, who were mingling 
drunken revelry in the hall, Wamba, seeing tha 
were by, knelt down, and kissing the friar's garmen 
"I knew thee, I knew thee, my lord and my lie 

"Get up," said Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, scarcel 
to articulate; "only fools are faithful." 

And he passed on and into the little chapel 
his father lay buried. All night long the friar 
there, and Wamba the jester lay outside watch 
mute as the saint over the porch. 

When the morning came, Wamba was gon( 

the knave being in t\ie \i^\\. ciV >n^xv^qxv\^^ hith( 

thither, as he chose, Utl\^ noXk.^ ^^-^ \s^^\s. ^V 
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senee by a master and mistress who had not much 
sense of humour. As for Sir Wilfrid, a gentleman of 
liis delicacy of feelings could not be expected to re- 
main in a house where things so naturally disagreeable 
to him were occurring, and he quitted Rotherwood in- 
continently, after paying a dutiful visit to the tomb 
where his old father, Cedric, was buried, and hastened 
on to York, at which city he made himself known to 
the family attorney, a most respectable man, in whose 
hands his ready money was deposited, and took up a 
sum sufficient to fit himself out with credit, and a 
handsome retinue, as became a knight of consideration. 
But he changed his name, wore a wig and spectacles, 
and disguised himself entirely, so that it was impos- 
sible his friends or the public should know him, and 
thus metamorphosed, went about whithersoever his 
fancy led him. He was present at a public ball at 
York, which the Lord Mayor gave, danced Sir Roger 
de Coverley in the very same set with Rowena — 
(who was disgusted that Maid Marian took precedence 
of her) — he saw little Athelstane overeat himself at 
the supper, and pledged his big father in a cup of sack; 
he met the Reverend Mr. Tuck at a missionary meet- 
ing, where he seconded a resolution proposed by that 
eminent divine; — in fine, he saw a score of his old 
acquaintances, none of whom recognised in him the 
warrior of Palestine and Templestowe. Having a large 
fortune and nothing to do, he went about this country 
performing charities , slaying robbers, rescuing the dis- 
tressed, and achieving noble feats of arms. Dragons 
and giants existed in his day no more, or be sure he 
would have had a fling at them: for the truth is, Sir 
WiUiid oflvonboe was somewhat sict oi\5cL^\&ft ^\sNJ2a. 
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the hermits of Chalus had restored to him, an 
himself so friendless and solitary that he woul 
have been sorry to come to an end of it. A 
dear friends and intelligent British public, are 
not others who are melancholy under a mask of { 
and who, in the midst of crowds, are lonely? 
was a most melancholy man; Grimaldi had fei 
and there are others I wot of — but psha — 
have the next chapter. 

CHAPTER V. 

lavanhoe to the rescue. 

The rascally manner in which the chicken-! 
successor of Richard of the Lion-heart conducte( 
self to all parties, to his relatives, his nobles, a 
people, is a matter notorious, and set forth clej 
the Historic Page: hence, although nothing, 
perhaps success, can, in my opinion, excuse disaf 
to the Sovereign, or appearance in armed re 
against him, the loyal reader will make allowai 
two of the principal personages of this narrative 
will have to appear in the present Chapter, 
odious character of rebels to their lord and kin 
must be remembered, in partial exculpation of th 
of Ivanhoe and Rowena (a fault for which the; 
bitterly punished, as you shall presently hear] 
the Monarch exasperated his subjects in a var 
ways, — that before he murdered his royal n< 
Prince Arthur, there was a great quei^tion whet 
was the rightful King of England at all, — tl 
behaviour as an uncle, aii^ ^v 1«hvA^ \aax>L^ ^ere 
to wound the feelings oi a»^\3^^l ^\A\s\ftSiaKt.,- 
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there were palliations for the conduct of Row- 
Ivanhoe, which it now becomes our duty to 

I his Majesty destroyed Prince Arthur, the 
wena, who was one of the ladies of honour 
leen, gave up her place at Court at once, 
3d to her castle of Rotherwood. Expressions 
! of by her, and derogatory to the character 
vereign, were carried to the Monarch's ears, 
of those parasites, doubtless, by whom it is 
of kings to be attended; and John swore, by 
s teeth, that he would be revenged upon the 
Saxou lady, — a kind of oath, which, though 
ot trouble himself about all other oaths, he 
r known to break. It was not for some years 

lad registered this vow, that he was enabled 

I. 

vanhoe been present at Rouen, when the King 
his horrid designs against his nephew, there 
loubt that Sir Wilfrid would have prevented 
1 rescued the boy: for Ivanhoe was, we need 
;ay, a hero of romance; and it is the custom 
of all gentlemen of that profession to be 
n all occasions of histonc interest, to be en- 
all conspiracies, royal interviews, and re- 
occurrences, — and hence Sir Wilfrid would 
have rescued the young Prince, had he been 
e in the neighbourhood of Rouen, where the 
idy occurred. But he was a couple of hun- 
;ues off at Chains, when the circumstance 
: tied down in his bed as crazy as a Bed- 
nd raving ceaselessly iu the Hebrew tou^e^k 
had caught up during a previow^ VSNxl"^^^ \a. 
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which he was tended by a maiden of that nation, abo 
a certain Rebecca Ben Isaacs, of whom, being a ma 
ried man, he never would have thought, had he ba 
in his sound senses. During this delirium, what wei 
Politics to him, or he to Politics? King John or Ejh 
Arthur were entirely indifferent to a man who ai 
nounced to his nurse-tenders, the good hermits < 
Chains before mentioned, that he was the Marquis ( 
Jericho, and about to marry Rebecca the Queen < 
Sheba. In a word, he only heard of what had 0( 
curred, when he reached England, and his senses wei 
restored to him. Whether was he happier, sound ( 
brain, and entirely miserable, (as any man would I 
who found so admirable a wife as Rowena marric 
again), or perfectly crazy, the husband of the beaut 
ful Rebecca? I don't know which he liked best. 

Howbeit the conduct of King John inspired S 
Wilfrid with so thorough a detestation of that Sove 
eign, that he never could be brought to take servii 
under him; to get himself presented at St. James's, < 
in any way to acknowledge, but by stern acquiescenc 
the authority of the sanguinary successor of his bi 
loved King Richard. It was Sir Wilfrid of Ivanho 
I need scarcely say, who got the Barons of Englar 
to league together and extort from the King that fj 
mous instrument and palladium of our liberties at pn 
sent in the British Museum, Great Russell Strec 
Bloomsbury — the Magna Charta. His name do" 
not naturally appear in the list of Barons, because 1 
was only a knight, and a knight in disguise too: m 
does Atlielstane's signature figure on that documec 
Aiheistane, in t\\e fvxsl i^\^ci^^ Q,ci\vV^ tiqI write; nor d 
he care a penuy-piec^ s[\io\x\. ^o\vJC\^«>^ ^^\^\i.^^6&^ 
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could drink his wine at home undistnrhed, and have 
hifl hunting and shooting in qniet. 

It was not until the King wanted to interfere with 
the sport of every gentleman in England (as we know 
by reference to the Historic Page that this odious mo- 
narch did,) that Athelstane broke out into open rebel- 
lion, along with several Yorkshire squires and noble- 
men. It is recorded of the King, that he forbade every 
man to hunt his own deer; and, in order to secure an 
obedience to his orders, this Herod of a monarch 
wanted to secure the eldest sons of all the nobility 
and gentry, as hostages for the good behaviour of their 
{Mirents. 

Athelstane was anxious about his game — Rowena 
was anxious about her son. The former swore that 
he would hunt his deer in spite of all Norman tyrants 
— the latter asked, should she give up her boy to the 
ruffian who had murdered his own nephew?* The 
speeches of both were brought to the King at York; 
and, furious, he ordered an instant attack upon Kother- 
wood, and that the lord and lady of that castle should 
be brought before him dead or alive. 

Ah, where was Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, the uncon- 
querable champion, to defend the castle against the 
royal party? A few thrusts from his lance would have 
spitted the leading warriors of the King's host: a few 
cuts from his sword would have put John's forces to 
rout. But the lance and sword of Ivanhoe were idle 
on thia occasion. "No, be hanged to me!" said the 
knight, bitterly, }'tki8 is a quarrel in which I can't 
interfere. Common politeness forbids. Let yonder ale- 

• SeeHume, Olraldus CambrenalB, The Monk of CTO'J\Ka^^ Mi<^Y\xsaa^^ 
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swilling Athelstane defend his, ha ha, wife: and my 
lady Rowena guard her, ha ha ha, 50»." And he 
laughed wildly and madly: and the' sarcastic way in 
which he choked and gurgled out the words "wife" 
and "son" would have made you shudder to hear. 

When he heard, however, that, on the fourth day 
of the siege, Athelstane had been slain by a cannon 
ball (and this time for good, and not to come to life 
again as he had done before), and that the widow (if 
so the innocent bigamist may be called) was conduct- 
ing the defence of Rotherwood herself with the greatest 
intrepidity, showing herself upon the walls, with her 
little son (who bellowed like a bull, and did not like 
the fighting at all), pointing the guns and encouraging 
the ganison in every way — better feelings returned 
to the bosom of the knight of Ivanhoe, and summoning 
his men, he armed himself quickly, and determined to 
go forth to the rescue. 

He rode without stopping for two days and two 
nights in the direction of Rotherwood, with such swift- 
ness and disregard for refreshment, indeed, that his 
men dropped one by one upon the road, and he ar- 
rived alone at the lodge gate of the park. The win- 
dows were smashed; the door stove in; the lodge, a 
neat little Swiss cottage, with a garden, where the 
pinafores of Mrs. Gurth's children might have been 
seen hanging on the gooseberry bushes in more peace- 
ful times , was now a ghastly heap of smoking iniins — 
cottage, bushes, pinafores, children lay mangled to- 
gether, destroyed by the licentious soldiery of an infuriate 
monarch ! Far be it from me to excuse the disobedience 
of Athelstane and Rowena to their Sovereign ; but 
surely, surely this cruelty in\^\\. \i^N^ \i^^^ ^^^'^^ 
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th, who was lodge-keeper, was lying dreadfully 
d and expiring at the flaming and violated thresh- 
his lately picturesque home. A catapult and 
e of mangonels had done his business. The 
fellow, recognizing his master, who had put 
visor and forgotten his wig and spectacles in 
ation of the moment, exclaimed, "Sir Wilfrid! 
• master — praised be St. Waltheof — there may 
ime — my beloved mistr — master Atheist ..." 
: back, and never spoke again, 
hoe spurred on his horse Bavieca madly up the 
; avenue. The castle was before him; the 

tower was in flames ; the besiegers were press- 
he southern gate; Athelstane's banner, the bull 
;, was still on the northern bartizan. "An 
, an Ivanhoe!" he bellowed out, with a shout 
jrcame all the din of battle — Notre Dame a 
asse — and to hurl his lance through the midriff 
aid de Bracy, who was commanding the assault, 
[ howling with anguish, to wave his battle-axe 

own head , and cut off those of thirteen men- 
, was the work of an instant. "An Ivanhoe, 
hoe!" he still shouted, and down went a man 
as he said 'hoe.' 

.nhoe! Ivanhoe!" a shrill voice cried from the 
he northern bartizan. Ivanhoe knew it. 
wena! my love! I come!" he roared on his 
Villains! touch but a hair of her head, and 

} , with a sudden plunge and a squeal of agony, 
sprang forward wildly, and fell as wildly on 
k., rolling over and over upon the knight. All 
k before him; his brain redei."'^ VV. ^fttVL'WiV^ 
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something came crashing do¥ni on his fordiead. St 
Waltheof, and all the saints of the Saxon calendir 
protect the knight! *** 

When he came to himself, Wamba and the liente- 
nant of his lances were leaning over him with a botUe 
of the hermit's elixir. "We arrived here the di^ 
after the battle/' said the fool; "many, I have a knadl 
of that." 

"Your worship rode so deucedly quick, there was 
no keeping up with your worship," said the lieutenant. 

"The day — after — the bat — " groaned Ivaa- 
hoe. — "Where is the Lady Rowena?" 

"The castle has been taken and sacked," the liea- 
tcnant said, — and pointed to what once was Bother- 
wood, but was now only a heap of smoking ruins. — 
Not a tower was left, not a roof, not a floor, not a 
single human being! Everything was flame and ruin, 
smash and murtlier! 

Of course Ivanlioe fell back fainting again among 
the ninety-seven men-at-arms whom he had slain; and 
it was not until Wamba had applied a second, and 
uncommonly strong, dose of the elixir that he came to 
life again. The good knight was, however, from long 
practice, so accustomed to the severest wounds, that 
he bore them far more easily than common folk, and 
thus was enabled to reach York upon a litter, which 
his men constructed for him, with tolerable ease. 

Rumour had as usual advanced him; and he heard 
at the hotel where he stopped, what had been the 
issue of the affair at Rotherwood. A minute or two 
after his horse was stabbed, and Ivanhoe knocked 
dowD, the western baTlizan n^«»s. \.«ke«L by the storming 
party which invested it, aii^ cs^t^ ^q^jX ^^mcdl., ^^^<^^\. 
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rena and her boy; who were tied upon horses and 

led away, under a secure guard, to one of the 

jg*8 castles — nobody knew whither — and Ivanhoe 

i recommended by the hotel-keeper (whose house 

had used in former times) to reassume his wig and 

ictacles, and not call himself by his own name any 

>re, lest some of the King's people should lay hands 

1 him. However as he had killed everybody round 

Hmt him, there was but little danger of his disco- 

ery; and the Knight of the Spectacles, as he was 

ailed, went about York quite unmolested, and at 

iberty to attend to his own affairs. 

We wish to be brief in narrating this part of the 
galkmt hero's existence; for his life was one of feeling 
mther than affection, and the description of mere sen- 
timent is considered by many well-informed persons to 
be tedious. What were his sentiments, now it may be 
asked, under the peculiar position in which he found 
himself? He had done his duty by Rowena, certainly: 
no man could say otherwise. But as for being in love 
with her any more, after what had occurred, that was 
a different question. Well, come what would, he was 
determined still to continue doing his duty by her; — 
bat as she was whisked away, the deuce knew whither, 
how could he do anything? So he resigned himself 
to the fact that she was thus whisked away. 

He, of course, sent emissaries about the country to 
endeavour to find out where Rowena was; but these 
came back vnthout any sort of intelligence; and it was 
remarked, that he still remained in a perfect state of 
resignation. He remained in this condition for a year, 
or more; and it was said that he was becoming more 
cbmrfyl, aad be certainly was grovring xalYvet \^\.« 'Wjkfc 
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Knight of the Spectades wm voted la^ngNMhle 
in a grave way; and gave aome veiy elegWfc« 
quiet, parties, and waa received in iha beat aocietf.i 
York. ,111 

It was just at assice-time, the lawyanand 
risters had arrived, and the town was nnsoBuaBy 
when, one morning, the attorney, whom we have 
tioned as Sir Wilfrid's man of biuonesa, and a 
respectable man, called upon his gallant dient at Ian- 
lodgings, and said he had a communiealion of impot^ 
tance to make. Having to oommunioate with a dimt 
of rank, who was condeomed to be hanged for ior- 
geiy. Sir Hugo de Backbite, the attorney aaad, hahai 
been to visit that party in the condemned oeU; and ea 
the way through the yard, and throng the ban o{ 
another cell, had seen and recognised an old acqnaia- 
tance of Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe — and the lawyev 
held him out, with a particular look, a note, writtsn 
on a piece of whity-brown paper. 

What were Ivanhoe's sensations when he recogmsed 
the handwriting of Rowenal — he tremblingly dashed 
open the billet, and read as follows: — 

"My dearest Ivanhoe, 

^'For I am thine now as erst, and my first 
love was ever — ever dear to me. Have I been near 
thee dying for a whole year, and didst thou make no 
effort to rescue thy Rowena? Have ye given to others 
— I mention not their name nor their odious creed — 
the heart that ought to be mine? I send thee my 
forgiveness from my djdng pallet of straw. — I for- 
give thee the insuVla 1 ^«.\^ x^i^wf^d^ the cold and 
hunger I have endure^i, liStie l«^^% V^aSifiBL ^V tse| \«^, 
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the bitterBess of my prison, thy infatuation about that 
Jewess, which made our married life miserable, and 
which caused thee, I am sure, to go abroad to look 
•iter her, — I forgive thee all my wrongs, and fain 
vould bid thee farewell. Mr. Smith hath gained over 
ny gaoler — he will tell thee how I may see thee. — 
Come and console my last hour by promising that thou 
tilt care for my boy — his boy who fell like a hero 
(then thou wert absent) combating by the side of 

"ROWENA." 

The reader may consult his own feelings, and say 
Hrhether Ivanhoe was likely to be pleased or not by 
Qiis letter: however, he inquired of Mr. Smith, the 
solicitor, what was the plan which that gentleman had 
devised for the introduction to Lady Rowcna, and was 
informed, that he was to get a barrister's gown and 
wig, when the gaoler would introduce him into the 
interior of the prison. These decorations, knowing 
several gentlemen of the Nothern Circuit, Sir Wilfrid 
of Ivanhoe easily procured, and, with feelings of no 
small trepidation, reached the cell where, for the space 
of a year, poor Rowcna had been immured. 

If any person have a doubt of the correctness, of 
the historical exactness, of this narrative, I refer him 
to the "Biographic Universelle" (article Jean sans 
Terre), which says, "La femme d'un baron auquel on 
vint demander son fils, repondit, 'Le roi jjense-t-il que 
je confierai mon fils a un homme qui a cgorge son 
neveu de sa propre main?' Jean fit enlever la mere 
et I'enfant, et la laissa viourir (le faim dans les ca- 
chots. " 

I pictare to mjrselff with a painful BymipaWi^ ^ ^Q^- 
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ena undergoing this disagreeable sentence. -^ ^L^i 
virtues, her resolution, her chaste energy and 
ranee, shine with redoubled lustre, and, f or (i* 
time since the commencement of the history, I^^^^i 
I am partially reconciled to her. The weary f^ 
passes — she grows weaker and more languid, IhinB^ 
and thinner! At length Ivanhoe, in the disguise oii 
barrister of the Northern Circuit, is introduced to b* 
cell, and finds his lady in the last stage of exfaansdoSi 
on the straw of her dungeon, with her little boyinbtf' 
arms. She has preserved his life at the expense fli 
her own, giving him the whole of the pittance wbiik 
her gaolers allowed her, and perishing herself of in^ 
nition. 

There is a scene! I feel as if I had made it npf 
as it were, with this lady, and that we part in peace, 
in consequence of my providing her with so sublime 
a death-bed. Fancy Ivanhoe's entrance — their re- 
cognition — the faint blush upon her worn features 
— the pathetic way in which she gives little Cedric in 
charge to him, and his promises of protection. 

"Wilfrid, my early loved," slowly gasped she, re- 
moving her grey hair from her furrowed temples, and 
gazing on her boy fondly, as he nestled on Ivanhoe's 
knee — "Promise me by St. Waltheof of Temple- 
stowe; promise me one boon!*' 

"I do," said Ivanhoe, clasping the boy, and think- 
ing it was to that little innocent the promise was in- 
tended to apply. 

"By St. Waltheof?" 

"By St. Waltheof!" 

"Promise me, tVien" ^a^^^^^Q.^<Ktka.^ %ta.ring wildly 
at him, "that you never wiXi m«cT^ ^ ^^-^^^^Y^ 
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^ St. Waltheof," cried Ivanhoe, "this ia too 
^wena!" But he felt his hand grasped for a 
^) the nerves then relaxed, the pale Up ceased 
Ver — she was no more ! 



CHAPTER VI. 

Ivanhoe the widower* 

riNG placed young Cedric at School at the Hall 
leboyes, in Yorkshire, and arranged his family 
Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe quitted a country which 

longer any charms for him^ and in which his 
Eis rendered the less agreeable by the notion 
Qg John would hang him if ever he could lay 
>n the faithful follower of King Richard and 
Arthur. 

there was always in those days a home and 
ion for a brave and pious knight. A saddle on 
it war-horse, a pitched field against the Moors, 
wherewith to spit a turbaned infidel, or a road 
dise carved out by his scimetar, — these were 
ght of the ambition of good and religious war- 
ind so renowned a champion as Sir Wilfrid of 
i was sure to be well received wherever blows 
fcricken for the cause of Christendom. Even 
the dark Templars, he who had twice overcome 
st famous lance of their Order was a respected 
not a welcome guest: but among the opposition 
y of the Knights of St. John, he was admired 
irted beyond measure; and always affectioning 
der, which offered him, indeed, its first rank 
nmanderies^ he did much good service^ fiightin^ 
" jnanis for the glory of Heaven wc^A. ^^»* 
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Waltlieof , and slaying many thousands of the heatha 
in Prussia, Poland, and those savage northern couh 
tries. The only fault that the great and gaUinti 
though severe and ascetic Folko of Heydenbraten, tin 
chief of the Order of St. John, found with the mekn- 
choly warrior, whose lance did such good service to 
the cause, was, that he did not persecute the Jews ai 
so religious a knight should. He let oflf sundry cap- 
tives of that persuasion whom he had taken with hii 
sword and his spear, saved others from torture, and 
actually ransomed the two last grinders of a venerabb 
rabbi (that Roger de Cartright, an English kni^t d 
tlie Order, was about to extort from the elderly Israe- 
lite), with a hundred crowns and a gimmal ring, whid 
were all the property he possessed. Whenever he so 
ransomed or benefited one of this religion, he wouU 
moreover give them a little token or a message (were 
the good knight out of money) saying, "Take thii 
token, and remember this deed was done by Wilfirid 
the Disinherited, for the services whilome rendered to 
him by Rebecca, the daughter of Isaac of York!" So 
among themselves, and in their meetings and syna- 
gogues, and in their restless travels from land to land, 
when they of Jewry cursed and reviled all Christiani) 
as such abominable heathens will, they nevertheletf 
excepted the name of the Desdichado, or the doubly- 
disinherited as he now was, the Desdichado-Doblado. 
The account of all tlie battles, storms, and scala- 
does in which Sir Wilfrid took part, would only weaiy 
the reader, for the chopping off one heathen's head 
with an axe must be very like the decapitation of anj 
other unbeliever. Suffice it to say, that wherever thii 
kind of work was to \)<i (io\\\i^ «a\\ ^\t ^'iMyvAl^^kw ii 
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J' he was the man to perform it. It would as- 

^ Joti were you to see the account that Wamba 

^' Us master's achievements, and of the Bulga- 

^) Bohemians, Croatians, slain or maimed by his 

'^^ and as, in those days, a reputation for valour 

^ fin immense effect upon the soft hearts of women; 

« even the ugliest man, were he a stout warrior, 

^ iooked upon with favour by Beauty; so Ivanhoe, 

10 was by no means ill-favoured, though now be- 

ffliDg ratiier elderly, made conquests over female 

easts, as well as over Saracens, and had more than 

e direct offer of marriage made to him by prin- 

sses, countesses, and noble ladies possessing both 

larms and money, which they were anxious to place 

t the disposal of a champion so renowned. It is re- 

ited that the Duchess Regent of Kartoffelberg offered 

lim her hand, and the Ducal Crown of Kartoffelberg, 

?hich he had rescued from the unbelieving Prussians; 

rat Ivanhoe evaded the Duchess's offer, by riding 

Lway from her capital secretly at midnight, and hiding 

limself in a convent of Knights Hospitallers, on the 

lorders of Poland; and it is a fact that the Princess 

Rosalia Seraphina of Pumpernickel, the most lovely 

nroman of her time, became so frantically attached to 

bim, that she followed him on a campaign, and was 

liscoyered with his baggage disguised as a horse-boy. 

But no princess, no beauty, no female blandishments 

bad any charms for Ivanhoe: no hermit practised a 

more austere celibacy. The severity of his morals 

contrasted so remarkably with the lax and dissolute 

pumner of the young lords and nobles in the courts 

irhich he frequented, that these young springalds 

hroald Bometimes sneer and call him Monk and Milk- 
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sop; but his courage in the day of battle was so to^ 
lible and admirable, that I promise you the yontfaU 
libertines did not sneer then ; and the most reckless si 
them often turned pale when they couched their Uumm 
to follow Ivanhoe. Holy WaltheofI it was an nM 
sight to see him with his pale, calm face, his shield 
upon his breast, his heavy lance before him, diarging 
a squadron of Heathen Bohemians, or a regiment cf 
Cossacks! Wherever he saw the enemy, Ivanhoe as* 
saulted him; and when people remonstrated with hio, 
and said if he attacked such and such a post, breidii 
castle, or army, he would be slain, ^'And suppoael 
be?*' he answered, giving them to understand tlui 
he would as lief the Battle of Life were over alto* 
gether. 

While he was thus making war against the no^ 
thern infidels, news was carried all over Christendom 
of a catastrophe which had befallen the good cause ii 
the south of Europe, where the Spanish Christians hid 
met with such a defeat and massacre at the hands o( 
the Moors, as had never been known in the proudest 
days of Saladin. 

Thursday, the 9th of Shaban, in the 605th year of 
the Hejira, is known all over the West as the omtm- 
al-ark^ the year of the battle of Alarcos, gained over 
the Christians by the Moslems of Andalus, on whid 
fatal day Christendom suffered a defeat so signal, that 
it was feared the Spanish Peninsula would be entire^ 
wrested away from the dominion of the Cross. On 
that day the Franks lost 150,000 men and 30,000 
prisoners. A man-s\«tve ^oV^ «nio\i^ the unbelievers 
for adirhem; 'a donkey* Iot We ^waas ^ ««^^\afiL> 
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lOrse, five dirhems. Hundreds of tbou- 
rious EortB of booty were in the pos* 
>f the Liiumphant followers of Yakoob-al- 
Cucses on his head! But he was a brave 
and the Christians before him seemed to forget 
trere the descendants of the brave Cid, the 
us the Moorish hounds (in their jargon} 
'd the famous Campeador. 
A. geniTul move for the rescue of the faithful in 
fipain — a crusade against the Infidels triumphing 
Utiate, was preached throughout Europe by all the 
moBt eloquent clergy: and tliotisands and thousands of 
Talorous knights and nobles, accompanied by well- 
nMBning varlets and vassals of the lower sort, trooped 
from all sides to the rescue. The straits of Gibel-al- 
tarifi*, at which spot the Moor, passing from Barbary, 
firat planted his accursed foot on the Christian soil, 
were crowded with the galleys of the Templars and the 
Knights of St. John, who flung succours into the me- 
Baced kingdoms of the Peninsula; the inland sea 
nruraed with their ships hasting from their forts and 
islands, from Rhodes and Byzantium, from Jaffa and 
Askalon. The Fyrenean peaks beheld the pennons 
ind ghttcred with the armour of the knights marching 
OQt of France into Spain; and, finally, in a ship that 
let sail direct from Bohemia, where Sir Wilfrid hap- 
pened to be quartered at the time when the news of 
the defeat of Alarcos came and alarmed all good 
Christians, Ivanhoe landed at Barcelona, and~proceeded 
to slaughter the Moors forthwith. 

He brought letters of introduction from his friend 

Foiko of Heydenbraten , the Grand Master of tiie 

ff iia^ta of Saint John, to the veneiaJiAft ^«\&>:iixi%^ ^% 
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Garbanzos, Grand Master of the renowned o:^' 
Saint Jago. The chief of Saint Jago's knigh^-^ 
the greatest respect to a warrior, whose fame "W^^ 
ready so widely known in Christendom; and Tva^ 
had the pleasure of being appointed to all the p^ 
of danger and forlorn hopes that could be devised 
his honour. He would be called up twice or thrice 
a night to fight the Moors: he led ambushes, sea 
breaches; was blown up by mines; was wounded mi 
hundred times (recovering, thanks to the elixir, 
which Wamba always carried a supply); he was 
terror of the Saracens, and the admiration and woi 
of the Christians. 

To describe his deeds would, I say, be tedl 
one day's battle was like that of another. I am 
writing in ten volumes like Monsieur Alexandre 
mas, or even in three like other great authors, 
have no room for the recounting of Sir Wilfrid's d 
of valour. Whenever he took a Moorish town, it 
remarked, that he went anxiously into the Je^ 
quarter, and inquired amongst the Hebrews , who -^ 
in great numbers in Spain, for Rebecca, the daug 
of Isaac. Many Jews, according to his wont, he 
somed, and created so much scandal by this proceec 
and by the manifest favour which he showed to 
people of the nation — that the Master of Saint i 
remonstrated witli him, and it is probable he w 
have been cast into the Inquisition and roasted; 
tliat his prodigious valour and success against 
Moors counterbalanced his heretical partiality for 
children of Jacob. 

It chanced that the good knight was presen 
the siege of Xixona in Andalusia, entering the br 
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the first, according to his wont, and slaying, with his 
own hand, the Moorish Lieutenant of the town, and 
several hundred more of its unbelieving defenders. He 
had very nearly done for the Alfaqui, or governor, a 
veteran warrior with a crooked scimetar and a beard 
as white as snow , but a couple of hundred of the Al- 
faqui's body-guard flung themselves between Ivanhoe 
and their chief, and the old fellow escaped with his life, 
leaving a handful of his beard in the grasp of the Eng- 
lish knight. The strictly military business being done, 
and such of the garrison as did not escape put, as by 
right, to the sword, the good knight. Sir Wilfrid of 
Ivanhoe, took no further part in the proceedings of the 
conquerors of that ill-fated place. A scene of horrible 
massacre and frightful reprisals ensued, and the Chris- 
tian warriors , hot with victory and flushed with 
slaughter, were, it is to be feared, as savage in their 
hour of triumph as ever their heathen enemies had been. 
Among the most violent and least scrupulous was 
the ferocious knight of Saint Jago, Don Beltran de 
Gnchilla y Trabuco y Espada yEspelon; raging through 
tiie vanquished city like a demon, he slaughtered in- 
discriminately all those infidels of both sexes whose 
wealth did not tempt him to a ransom, or whose 
beauty did not reserve them for more frightful calami- 
ties than death. The slaughter over, Don Beltran took 
up his quarters in the Albaycen, where the Alfaqui 
had lived who had so narrowly escaped the sword of 
Ivanhoe; but the wealth, the treasure, the slaves, and 
the family of the fugitive chieftain, were left in posses- 
sion of the conqueror of Xixona. Among the trea- 
sures Don Beltran recognised with a savage joy the 
voat-armoars and ornaments of many \)Ta\Qi ^w^^x\l- 
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fortunate companions -in -arms who had fallen in flu 
fatal battle of Alarcos. The sight of those bloodj 
relics added fury to his cruel disposition, and served 
to steel a heart already but little disposed to send- 
ments of mercy. 

Three days after the sack and plunder of the plftCfl^ 
Don Beltran was seated in the hall -court lately occn- 
pied by the proud Alfaqui, lying in his divan, dvessel 
in his rich robes, the fountains playing in the center 
the slaves of the Moor ministering to his scarred and 
rugged Christian conqueror. Some fainned him witb 
peacocks' pinions, some danced before him, some sang 
M(tors' melodies to the plaintive notes .of a goslii 
one — it was the only daughter of the Moor's old ag% 
the young Zutulbe, a rosebud of beauty — sat weeping 
in a corner of the gilded hall, weeping for her slak 
brethren, the pride of Moslem chivalry, whose hfltdl 
were blackening in the blazing sunshine on the portak 
Without, and for her father, whose home had been thos 
made desolate. 

He and his guest, the English knight Sir WiUrid, 
were playing at cliess, a favourite amusement with th 
cliivalry of the period, when a messenger was annouB* 
ced from Valencia, to treat, if possible, for the ranfloi 
of the remaining part of the Alfaqui's family. A grii 
smile lighted up Don Bcltran's features as he bade th 
black slave admit the messenger. He entered. By U 
costume it was at once soon that the bearer of th 
flag of truce was a Jew — tlie people were employe 
continiuilly then as ambassadors between the two raei 
at war in Spain. 

"I come," said the old Jew (in a voice whic 
jnado Sir WHtrid slatC) ^^\vo\bl m^ W^^^ £^!&iflfHLt 
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bioble senor, the invincible Don Beltran de Cuchilla, 
IktieAt for the ransom of the Moor's onlj daughter, 
S child of his old age and the pearl of his affection.*' 
^^"A pearl is a valuable jewel, Hebrew. What does 
9 Moorish dog bid for her? " asked Don Beltran, 
IPI smiling grimly. 

^ "The Alfaqui offers 100,000 dinars, twenty -four 
Ipws with their caparisons, twenty -four suits of 
fate -armour, and diamonds and rubies to the amount 
11^00,000 dinars." 

"Ho, slaves!" roared Don Beltran, "show the 
Ipr my treasury of gold. How many hundred thou- 
ttd pieces are there?" And ten enormous chests were 
reduced in which the accountant counted 1,000 bags 
f 1,000 dirhems each, and displayed several caskets 
I jewels containing such a treasure of rubies, smaragds, 
•monds, and jacinths, as made the eyes of the aged 
nbassador twinkle with avarice. 

"How many horses are there in my stable?" con- 
Dmed Don Beltran; and Muley, the master of the 
)ise, numbered three hundred fully caparisoned; and 
lere was, likewise, armour of the richest sort for as 
any cavaliers, who followed the banner of this 
mghty captain. 

"I want neither money nor armour," said the 
rocious knight; "tell this to the Alfaqui, Jew. And 
will keep the child, his daughter, to serve the messes 
r my dogs, and clean the platters for my scullions." 

"Deprive not the old man of his child," here inter- 
ised the knight of Ivanhoe; "bethink thee, brave Don 
sltran, she is but an infant in years." 

"She is my captive. Sir Knight," replied the surly 
on Beltran; "I will do with my own as becomes me." 

15* 



228 REBBOCA AKD BOWfiNA. 1 

"Take 200,000 dirhemsl" cried the Jew; "n*^^ c^^'^' 
— anything! The Alfaqui will give his Sfc 5w "^^ ^ "^ 

child!" oAV" 

"Come hither, Zutulbe! — come hither, 1ilimillD(»*m.^i^ \j 
pearl! " yelled the ferocious warrior; "come dow? 'flM. 'c;$^ 
pretty black -eyed houri of heathenesse! Hast ^tMriVL^r: 
the name of Beltran de Espada y Trabuco?** V'-'*^ 

"There were three brothers of that name at jUtf*B^' 
cos, and my brothers slew the Christian dogs!** svlB' 
the proud young girl, looking boldly at Don Beltni|H 
who foamed with rage. ■ . 

"The Moors butchered my mother and her little ooel ■ 
at midnight, in our castle of Murcia," Beltran said, m^ 

"Thy father ficd like a craven, as thou didst, Dot1> 
Beltran!" cried the high-spirited girl. •:; 

^^By Saint Jago, this is too much!" screamed tlie V 
infuriated nobleman ; and the next moment there was I- 
a shriek , and the maiden fell to the ground with Doa I 
Beltran's dagger in her side. V 

"Death is better than dishonour!" cried the child, \ 
rolling on the blood-stained marble pavement. "I — I 1 
spit upon thee, dog of a Christian!" and with this, . 
and with a savage laugh, she fell back and died. 

"Bear back this news, Jew, to the Alfaqui," howl- 
ed the Don, spurning the beauteous corpse with his 
foot. "I would not have ransomed her for all the 
gold in Barbary!" And shuddering, the old Jew left 
the apartment, which Ivanhoe quitted likewise. 

When they were in the outer court, the knight said 
to the Jew, "Isaac of York, dost thou not know 
me?" and threw back his hood, and looked at the 
old man. 

The old Jew sVaxeOi Vv\iiVj^ xvv^'^^Vyrw^^.^W^ 
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to seize his hand, then etarted back, trembling convul- 
aivelj, and dutching his withered hands over his face, 
said, with a burst of grief, "Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe! 
— no, no! — I do not know thee!" 

"Holy mother! what has chanced?" said Ivanhoe, 
in his torn becoming ghastly pale; ''where is thy 
daughter — where is Rebecca?" 

"Away from me!" said the old Jew, tottering, 
"away! Bebecca is — dead!" 



When the disinherited knight heard that fatal an- 
nouncement, he fell to the ground senseless, and was 
for some days as one perfectly distraught with grief. 
He took no nourishment and uttered no word. For 
weeks he did not relapse out of his moody silence, 
and when he came partially to himself again, it was 
to bid his people to horse, in a hollow voice, and to 
make a foray against the Moors. Day after day he 
issued out against these infidels, and did nought but 
slay and slay. He took no plunder as other knights 
did, but left that to his followers; he uttered no war- 
cry, as was the manner of chivalry, and he gave no 
quarter, insomuch that the "silent knight" became the 
dread of all the Paynims of Granada and Andalusia, 
and more fell by his lance than by that of any the 
most clamorous captain of the troops in arms against 
them. Thus the tide of battle turned, and the Arab 
historian El Makary recounts how, at the great battle 
of Al Akab, called by the Spaniards Las Navas, the 
Christians retrieved their defeat at Alarcos, and abso* 
hitely killed half a million of Mahometans. Fifty 
thousand of these, of course, Don AiViliiii \,ooV \.q \^^ 
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own lance; and it was remarked that the melanchb^: 
warrior seemed somewhat more easj in spirits Mt\ 
that famous feat of arms. 



CHAPTER VII. 

The end of the p«rfoniuuice. 

In a short time the redouhtable knight, Wilfrid oil 
Ivanhoe, had killed off so manj of the Moors, M] 
though those unbelieving miscreants poured contimiil' 
reinforcements into Spain from Barbary, they coiiW 
make no head against the Christian forces, and in bet 
came into battle quite discouraged at the notion oi 
meeting the dreadful silent knight. It was common^ 
believed amongst them, that the famous Maiek Ke 
Richard of England, the conqueror of Saladin, Iiad 
come to life again, and was battling in the Spanish 
hosts — that this his second life was a charmed one, 
and his body inaccessible to blow of scimetar or thrust \ 
of spear — that after battle he ate the hearts and 
drank the blood of many young Moors for his supper; 
a thousand wild legends were told of Ivanhoe, indeed, 
so that the Morisco warriors came half vanquished 
into the field, and fell an easy prey to the Spaniards, 
who out away among them without mercy. And al- 
though none of the Spanish historians whom I have 
consulted make mention of Sir Wilfrid as the real 
author of the numerous triumphs which now graced 
the arms of the good cause; this is not in the least to 
be wondered at in a nation that has always been no- 
torious for bragging, and for the non-payment of their 
debts of gratitude aa ol Wot ci>\i^T Q\iV\^t\.Qns^ and 
^hat writes histories o\ l\v^ ^^mTiSv>\sKt ^«t -q^SSfe.'^^ 
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E^mperor Napoleon, without making the sh'ghtest men* 
tion of His Grace the Duke of Wellington, or of the 
part taken hy British valour in that transaction. 
Well, it must he confessed on the other hand that we 
brag enough of our fathers' feats in those campaigns, 
but this is not the subject at present under consi- 
deration. 

To be brief, Ivanhoe made such short work with 
the unbelievers, that the Monarch of Aragon, King 
Don Jayme, saw himself speedily enabled to besiege 
the city of Valencia, the last stronghold which the 
Moors had in his dominions, and. garrisoned by many 
thousands of those infidels under the command of 
their King Aboo Abdallah Mahommed, son of Yakoob 
Almansoor. The Arabian historian El Makary, gives 
a full account of the military precautions taken by 
Aboo Abdallah to defend his city, but as I do not wish 
to make a parade of my learning, or to write a costume 
novel, I shall pretermit any description of the city 
under its Moorish governors. 

Besides the Turks who inhabited it, there dwelt 
within its walls, great store of those of the Hebrew 
nation, who were always protected by the Moors, du- 
ring their unbelieving reign in Spain; and who were, 
as we very well know, the chief physicians, the chief 
bankers, the chief statesmen, the chief artists and musi- 
cians; the chief everything under the Moorish kings. 
Thus it is not surprising, that the Hebrews, having 
their money, their liberty ^ their teeth, their lives, secure 
under the Mahometan domination, should infinitely prefer 
it to the Christian sway, beneath which they were liable 
to be deprived of every one of these benefits. 

Among these Hebrews of Valencia, Yl'^^^ «u N«n 
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ancient Israelite, — no other than Isaac of York, be- 
fore mentioned, who came into Spain with his daoghter, 
soon after Ivanhoe's marriage, in the third volume of 
the first part of this history. Isaac was respected by 
his people, for the money which he possessed, and his 
daughter for her admirable good qualities, her beauty, 
her charities, and her remarkable medical skill. 

The young Emir Aboo Abdallah, was so struck by 
her charms, that though she was considerably older 
than His Highness, he offered to marry her, and instal 
her as number 1 of his wives, — and Isaac of York 
would not have objected to the union, (for such mixed 
marriages were not uncommon between the Hebrews 
and Moors those days,) — but Rebecca firmly, but 
respectfully, declined the proposals of the Prince, say- 
ing, that it was impossible she should unite herself with 
a man of a creed diff*erent to her own. 

Although Isaac was, probably, not over well pleased 
at losing this chance of being father-in-law to a Royal 
Highness, yet as he passed among his people for a 
very strict character, and there were in his family se- 
veral Rabbis of great reputation and severity of con- 
duct, the old gentleman was silenced by this objection 
of Rebecca's, and the young lady herself applauded by 
her relatives for her resolute behaviour. She took 
their congratulations in a very frigid manner, and said, 
that it was her wish not to marry at all, but to devote 
herself to the practice of medicine altogether, and to 
helping the sick and needy of her people. Indeed, 
although she did not go to any public meetings, she 
was as benevolent a creature as the world ever saw: 
the poor blessed her, w\iete^«t l\i«^ ku^^ her^ and 
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masj benefitted by her who guessed not whence her 
genfle bounty came.* 

But there are men in Jewry who admire beauty, 
and as I have even heard, appreciate money too, and 
Rebecca had such a quantity of both, that all the most 
desirable bachelors of the people were ready to bid for 
her. Ambassadors came from all quarters to propose 
for her. Her own uncle, the venerable Ben Solomons, 
with a beard as long as a Chasmere goat, and a repu- 
tation for learning and piety which still lives in his 
nation, quarrelled with his son Moses, the red-haired 
diamond merchant of Trebizond, and his son Simeon, 
the bald bill-broker of Bagdad, each putting in a claim 
for their cousin. Ben Minories came from London, and 
knelt at her feet: Ben Jochanan arrived from Paris, 
and thought to dazzle her with the latest waistcoats 
from the Palais Boyal: and Ben Jonah brought her a 
present of Dutch herrings, and besought her to come 
back, and be Mrs. Ben Jonah at the Hague. 

Rebecca temporised as best she might. She thought 
her nncle was too old. She besought dear Moses and 
dear Simeon not to quarrel with each other, and offend 
their father by pressing their suit. Ben Minories, from 
London, she said was too young, and Jochanan from 
Paris, she pointed out to Isaac of York, must be a 
spendthrift, or he would not wear those absurd waist- 
coats. As for Ben Jonah, she said she could not bear 
the notion of tobacco and Dutch herrings — she wished 
to stay with her papa, her dear papa. In fine, she 
invented a thousand excuses for delay, and it was plain 

* Thoagh I am writing but a Christmas farce, I hope the kind-hearted 
reader will excase me for saying that I am thinking of the beautiful life and 
death of Adelaide the Queen, 
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that marriage was odions to her. The only man whom 
she received with anything like favour, was young Berii 
Marks, of London, with whom she was very familiar. 
But Bevis had come to her with a certain token that 
had heen given to him hy an English knight who saved 
him from a faggot to which the ferocious Hospitaller 
Folko of Heydenbraten was about to condemn him. B 
was but a ring, with an emerald in it, that Bevis knew 
to be sham, and not worth a groat. Rebecca knew 
about the value of jewels too; but, ah! she valued this 
one more than all the diamonds in Pre/ster John's tur- 
ban. She kissed it; she cried over it; she wore it in 
her bosom always; and when she knelt down at night 
and morning, she held it between her folded hands on 
her neck. . . . Young Bevis Marks went away finally 
no better off than the others; the rascal sold to the 
king of France a handsome ruby, the very size of the 
bit of glass in Rebecca's ring; but he always said, he 
would rather have had her, than ten thousand pounds, 
and very likely he would, for it was known she would 
at once have a plumb to her fortune. 

These delays, however, could not continue for ever; 
and at a great family meeting held at Passover time, 
Rebecca was solemnly ordered to choose a husband out 
of the gentlemen there present; her aunts pointing out 
the great kindness which had been shown to her hy 
her father, in permitting her to choose for herself. 
One aunt was of the Solomon faction, another aunt 
took Simeon's side, a third most venerable old lady, 
the head of the family, and a hundred and forty -foor 
years of age, was ready to pronounce a curse upon her, 
and cast her out, unless she married before the month 
was over. All the jewelled heads of all the old ladiei 
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m Council; all the beards of all the family wagged against 
her — it must have been an awful sight to witness. 

At last, then, Rebecca was forced to speak. '^Kins- 
men!*' she said, turning pale, "When the Prince Abou 
Abdil asked me in marriage, I told you I would not 
wed but with one of my own faith." 

**She has turned Turk," screamed out the ladies. 
"She wants to be a Princess, and has turned Turk," 
roared the Rabbis. 

"Well, well," said Isaac, in rather an appeased 
tone, "let us hear what the poor girl has got to say. 
Do you want to marry his Royal Highness, Rebecca, 
say the word, yes or no?" 

Another groan burst from the Rabbis — they cried, 
shrieked, chattered, gesticulated, furious to lose such a 
prise, as were the women, that she should reign over 
them, a second Esther. 

"Silence," cried out Isaac, "let the girl speak — 
speak boldly, Rebecca, dear, there 's a good girl." 

Rebecca was as pale as a stone. She folded her 
arms on her breast, and felt the ring there. She looked 
round all the assembly, and then at Isaac. "Father," 
she said, in a thrilling low steady voice, "I am not of 
your religion — I am not of the Prince Boabdil's reli- 
gion — I — I am of his religion." 

: "His, whose? in the name of Moses, girl," cried Isaac. 

Rebecca clasped her hands on her beating chest, 
and looked round with dauntless eyes, — "Of his," 
she said, "who saved my life and your honour, of my 
dear, dear champion's, — I never can be his, but I 
will be no other's. Give my money to my kinsmen; 
it is that they long for. Take the dross, Simeon and 
Solomon, Jonah and Jochanan, and divide it among 
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you, and leave me. I will never be yours, I tell yoi^ 
never. Do yon think, after knowing him and hearing 
him speak, — after watching him wonnded on Ids 
pillow, and glorious in battle (her eyes melted and 
kindled again as she spoke these words), I can mate 
with such as you ? Go. Leave me to myself. I am 
none of yours. I love him, I love him. Fate divides 
us — long, long miles separate us; and I know we 
may never meet again. But I love and bless him al-^ 
ways. Yes, always. My prayers are his; my faith is 
his. Yes, my faith is your faith, Wilfrid, Wilfrid! I 
have no kindred more, — I am a Christian." . . . 

At this last word there was such a row in the 
assembly, as my feeble pen would in vain endeavour to 
depict. Old Isaac staggered back in a fit, and nobodj 
took the least notice of him. Groans, curses, yells of 
men, shrieks of women, filled the room with such a 
furious jabbering, as might have appalled any heart 
less stout than Rebecca's; but that brave woman was 
prepared for all, expecting, and perhaps hoping, that 
death would be her instant lot. There was but one 
creature who pitied her, and that was her cousin and 
father's clerk, little Ben Davids, who was but thirteen, 
and had only just begun to carry a bag, and whose 
crying and boo -hoeing, as she finished speaking, was 
drowned in the screams and maledictions of the elder 
Israelites. Ben . Davids was madly in love with his 
cousin (as boys often are with ladies of twice their 
age), and he had presence of mind suddenly to knock 
over the large brazen lamp on the table, which illumi- 
nated the angry conclave, and whispering to Rebecca 
to go up to her own room and lock herself in, or they 
would kill her else, he took her hand and led her out. 
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From that day she disappeared from among her 
people. The poor and the wretched missed her, and 
sked for her in vain. Had any violence heen done 
o lier, the poorer Jews would have risen and put all 
[saac's family to death; and besides, her old flame, 
Prince Boabdil, would have also been exceedingly 
wrathful. She was not killed then, but, so to speak, 
buried alive, and locked up in Isaac's back kitchen; 
an apartment into which scarcely any light entered, 
and where she was fed upon scanty portions of the 
most mouldy bread and water. Little Ben Davids 
was the only person who visited her, and her sole 
consolation was to talk to him about Ivanhoe, and 
how good and how gentle he was, how brave and 
how true; and how he slew the tremendous knight of 
the Templars, and how he married a lady whom Be- 
becca scarcely thought worthy of him, but with whom 
she prayed he might be happy; and of what colour 
his eyes were, and what were the arms on his shield, 
viz., a tree with the word "Desdichado" written un- 
derneath, &c , &c., &c.; all which talk would not have 
interested Httle Davids, had it come from any body 
else's mouth, but to which he never tired of listening 
as it fell from her sweet lips. 

So, in fact, when old Isaac of York came to nego- 
tiate with Don Beltran de Cuchilla for the ransom of 
the Alfaqui's daughter of Xixona, our dearest Bebecca 
was no more dead than you and I; and it was in his 
rage and fury against Ivanhoe that Isaac told that 
Cavalier the falsehood which caused the knight so 
much pain and such a prodigious deal of bloodshed to 
Hie Moors; and who knows, trivial as it may seem. 



' it WM not tlwt Tcry circunieUnce whidi 
OMaod A» dMtnutJDK io Spain of the Moorish power? 
Alliuni{^ Inw), W9 m^j be ^ure, never told hii 
du^lter ^at Ivanlioa Iwd «iiEt uji again, yet MacUt 
Bmi Davida did, iriw bcwd it from his employer; andhl 
M>rad IUmcoi'* life ky ocwUBGiiicalJng the iDtelligene^ 
for thepoortUacwooldiui^ infallibly perished but for 
thai gMd iMWi. Sfca bad wnr been in priEon four yeui 
uij>f-tenr days, during which tiou 
D of ""♦^■f'ffg but bread and water (except 
I tit-biU M DaridB could bring her, and 
IT indeed, for old Isaac was always * 
ad aaldtna had more than a pair of e^ 
for hia own and Davids' dionar) ; and she wa^ languisli- 
iag nnj wban tlu amra eane suddenly to revive b^r. I 
Tben, though in the darkness you could not see ber I 
cheeks, tbey began to hlooin again: then her heart I 
began to beat and her blood to flow, and she kissed ' 
the ring on her neck a thousand limes a day at least; i 
and her constant question ytaa, "Ben Davids! Bes 
Dftvids! when is He coming to besiegs Yalena»f" 
She knew he would come, and, indeed, the CSuutJaw 
were encamped before the town ere a month was imr. 
• ••«•«*' 

And now my dear boys and girls I think I per- 
ceive behind that dark scene of the back-kitcbea {irtudl 
is just a simple flat, painted stone-colour, that ahiftl 
in a minute,) bright streaks of light flashing oat, •• 
though they were preparing a most brilliant, gotsasa^ 
and altogether dazzling illumination, with effects b«W 
before attempted on any stage. Tes, tlie turj in jka 
pretty pink Ughts ani &i^a&t;,\fd wasliBv ia gattjqg iiM 
the brilliaot tevolfiag (£baxvi\> <A'Caft'TO!tmk<ft,>5QM^— . 
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Yes, most of the fiddlers and trumpeters have gone 
jonnd from the orchestra to join in the grand trium- 
phal procession, where the whole strength of the com- 
pany is already assembled, arrayed in costumes of 
Moorish and Christian chivalry, to celebrate the "Ter- 
rible Escalade," the "Rescue of Virtuous Innocence" 

— the "Grand Entry of the Christians into Valencia" 

— "Appearance of the Fairy Day-Star," and "unex- 
ampled displays of p3rrotcchnic festivity." Do you 
not, I say, perceive that we are come to the end of 
our history; and, after a quantity of rapid and terrific 
fighting, brilliant change of scenery, and songs, appro- 
priate or otherwise, are bringing our hero and heroine 
together? Who wants a long scene at the last? 
Mammas are putting the girls' cloaks and boas on — 
Papas have gone out to look for the carriage, and left 
the box-door swinging open, and letting in the cold 
air — if there were any stage-conversation, you could 
not hear it, for the scuffling of the people who are 
leaving the pit. See, the orange-women are preparing 
to retire. To-morrow their play-bills will be as so 
much waste-paper — so will some of our master- pieces, 
woe is me — but lo! here we come to Scene the last, 
and Valencia is besieged and captured by the Christians. 

Who is the first on the wall, and who hurls down 
the green standard of the Prophet? W^ho chops off the 
head of the Emir Abou Whatdyecallem just as the 
latter has cut over the cniel Don Beltran de Cuchilla 
y &c.? Who, attracted to the Jewish quarter by the 
shrieks of the inhabitants who are being slain by the 
Moorish soldiery, and by a little boy by the name of 
Ben Davids, who recognises the knight by his shield, 
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flndf Isaae of York /j^my/ on a fhnriioH, and 
ing a large baok-kitctoi key? Wlio but Itanhoe 
^o but Wilfrid? **An lyanhoe to Hio veMoe,'' 
bellows ont: he haB heard that news from litde 
Dandf that makes him ring. And ivfao ii it 
cornea ont of the house — trembling — paating -^j 
with her arms out — in a white dress — with 
hair down — who is it but dear Bebeooal IiO<^ flufj 
rush together, and master Wamba is wafing an i^l 
mense banner over them, and knocks down a dnsoB^] 
ambient Jew with a ham, which he happens to hsti 
in his pocket ... As* for Rebecca, now her head ii| 
laid upon Ivanhoe's heart: I dull not ask to 
what die is whispering; or describe fnrdier thal^M»il|1 
of meeting, though I declare I am quite' affected wliiii 
I think of it. Indeed I haTO thought of it anj time 
these flve-and-twenty years — ever since, as a boy at 
school, I commenced the noble study of novels — 
ever since the day when, lying on sunny slopes of 
half-holidays, the fair chivalrous figures and beautifbl 
shapes of knights and ladies were visible to me -^ 
ever since I grew to love Rebeccl^ that sweetest crea- 
tufe of the poet's fancy, and longed to see her righted. 
That she' and Ivanhoe were married follows of 
course; for Rowena's promise extorted from him was, 
that he would never wed a Jewess, and a better 
Christian than Rebecca now was never said her Cate- 
chism. Married I am sure they were, and adopted litde 
Cedric; but I don't think they had any other children, 
or were subsequently very boisterously happy. Of some 
sort of happiness melandioly is a characteristic, and I 
think these were a solemn pair, and died rather earij^. 

THE END. 
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LETTER I. 

The disinterment of Napoleon at St. Helena. 

Paris, December 16, 1840. 

My dear AMELIA , — It is no easy task in this world 
to distinguish between what is great in it, and what is 
mean ; and many and many is the puzzle that I have 
had in reading history, (or the works of fiction which 
go by that name) , to know whether I should laud up 
to the skies, and endeavour, to the best of my small 
capabilities, to imitate the remarkable character about 
whom I was reading,' or whether I should fling aside 
the book and the hero of it, as things altogether base, 
nnwprthy, laughable, and get a novel, or a game of 
billiards, or a pipe of tobacco, or the report of the last 
debate in the House, or any other employment which 
would leave the mind in a state of easy vacuity, rather 
than pester it with a vain set of dates relating to ac- 
tions which are in themselves not worth a fig, or with 
a parcel of names of people whom it can do one no 
earthly good to remember. 

It is more than probable, my love, that you are 
acquainted with what is called Grecian and Roman 

16» 
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history, chiefly from perusing, in very early yon 
little sheep-skin bound volumes of the ingenio 
Goldsmith, and have been indebted for your kno 
of our English annals to a subsequent study 
more voluminous work of Hume and Smollett 
first and the last named authors, dear Miss 
have written each an admirable history, that 
Rev. Dr. Primrose, vicar of Wakefield, and 1 
Mr. Robert Bramble, of Bramble Hall, in b 
which works you will find true and instructive p 
of human life, and which you may always thin 
with advantage. But let me caution you agaim 
ting any considerable trust in the other works o 
authors, which were placed in your hands at 
and afterwards, and in which you were taught 
lieve. Madam, historians for the most part knoi 
little; and secondly, only tell a little of wha 
know. 

As for those Greeks and Romans whom yo' 
read of in sheep-skin, were you to know really 
those monsters were, you would blush all over 
as a hollyhock, and put down the history boo 
fury. Many of our English worthies are no 
You are not in a situation to know the real chai 
of any one of them. They appear before you ii 
public capacities, but the individuals you knoi 
Suppose, for instance, your mamma had purchas 
tea in the borough, from a grocer living there ' 
name of Greenacre; suppose you had been ask- 
to dinner, and the gentleman of the house hac 
"Ho! Fran9ois, a glass of champagne for Miss Si 
Courvoisier would have served you just as any 
footman would; you would never have know] 
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there was anything extraordinary in these individuals, 
but would have thought of them only in their respec- 
tive public characters of grocer and footman. This, 
Madam, is history, in which a man always appears 
dealing with the world in his apron , or his laced livery, 
but which has not the power, or the leisure, or per- 
haps is too high and mighty to condescend to follow 
and study him in his privacy. Ah, my dear, when 
big and little men come to be measured rightly, and 
great and small actions to be weighed properly, and 
people to be stripped of their royal robes, beggars' 
rags, generals* uniforms, seedy out-at-elbowed coats, 
and the like, or the contrary — nay, when souls come 
to be stripped of their wicked deceiving bodies, and 
turned out stark naked as they were before they were 
born, what a strange startling sight shall we see, and 
what a pretty figure shall some of us cut! Fancy how 
Vie shall see Pride with his Stultz clothes and padding 
pulled off, and dwindled down to a forked radish. 
Fancy some angelic virtue, whose white raiment is sud- 
denly whisked over his head, showing us cloven feet 
and a tail. Fancy humility eased of its sad load of 
cares, and want, and scorn, walking up to the very 
highest place of dl, and blushing as he takes it. Fancy 
— but we must not fancy such a scene at all, which 
would be an outrage on public decency. Should we 
be any better than our neighbours? No, certainly; 
and as we can't be virtuous, let us be decent. Fig 
leaves are a very decent becoming wear, and have been 
now in fashion for four thousand years. And so, my 
dear, history is written on fig leaves: would you have 
anything further? O fie! 

Yes, four thousand years ago that famous tree was 
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planted. At their very first lie, our first parents 
made for it, and there it is still, the great HUli- 
BUG- PLANT, stretching its wide arms, and shel- 
tering beneath its leaves, as broad and green as ever, 
all the generations of men. Thus, my dear, co- 
quettes of your fascinating sex cover their persons 
with figgery, fantastically arranged, and call their mu- 
querading, modesty. Cowards fig themselves out fierce- 
ly as "salvage men," and make us believe that they 
are warriors; fools look very solemnly out from flie 
dusk of the leaves, and we fancy in the gloom that 
they are sages; and many a man sets a great wreath 
about his pate, and struts abroad a hero, whose daims 
we would all of us laugh at, could we but remove the 
ornament, and see his numskull bare. 

And such (excuse my sermonizing), such is the 
constitution of mankind, that men have, as it were, 
entered into a compact among themselves to pursue 
the fig-leaf system a Voutrance^ and to cry down all 
who oppose it. Humbug they will have; humbngs 
themselves, they will respect humbugs; their daily 
victuals of life must be seasoned with humbug. Cer- 
tain things are there in the world that they will not 
allow to be called by their right names, and will insist 
upon our admiring whether we will or no. Woe he 
to the man who would enter too far into the recesses 
of that magnificent temple where our goddess is en- 
shrined, peep through the vast embroidered curtains 
indiscreetly, penetrate the secret of secrets, and expose 
the gammon of gammons! And as you must not peer 
too curiously within, so neither must you remain scom- 
luUy without. Humbug worshippers, let us come into 
our great temple regularly aii^^^e,^xiNX^'i\»kfe^\st^^«tB 
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ttle our clothes decently, open our books and 

3ugh the service with decent gravity, listen and 

iently affected by the expositions of the decent 

of the place; and if by chance some straggling 

ond, loitering in the sunshine, out of doors, dares 

igh or to sing, and disturb the sanctified dulness 

e faithful, quick! a couple of big beadles rush out 

belabour the wretch, and his yells make our de- 

>ns more comfortable. 

^ome magnificent religious ceremonies of this na- 

; are at present taking place in France, and thinking 

t you might, perhaps, while away some long win- 

s evening with an account of them, I have com- 

ed the following pages for your use. Newspapers 

ve been filled for some days past with details re- 

rding the Saint Helena expedition; many pamphlets 

ive been published; men go about crying little books 

id broad-sheets filled with real and sham particulars, 

nd from these scarce and valuable documents the fol- 

iwrng pages are chiefiy compiled. 

We must begin at the beginning, premising, in the 
rst place, that Monsieur Guizot, when French ambas- 
idor at London, waited upon Lord Palmers ton with 
request that the body of the Emperor Napoleon 
bould be given up to the French nation, in order that 
, might find a final resting place in French earth. To 
lis demand the English government gave a ready 
ssent, nor was there any particular explosion of sen- 
ment upon either side, only some pretty cordial ex- 
ressions of mutual good will. Orders were sent out 
> St. Helena that the corpse should be disinterred in 
ne time when the French expedition had arrived in 
earch of it, and that every respect and attention should 
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be paid to those who came to carry back to thdr 
country the body of the famous dead warrior and 
sovereign. 

This mutter being arranged in very few words (ai 
in England, upon most points, is the laudable fashionj 
the French Chambers began to debate about the plaea 
in whicli they should bury the body when they got it, 
and numberless pamphlets and newspapers out of doon 
joined in the talk. Some people there were who had 
fought and conquered and been beaten with the great 
Napoleon, and loved him and his memory; many moie 
were there who, because of his great genius and valoor, 
I'elt excessively proud in their own particular persons, 
and clamoured for the return of their hero; and if theve 
were some few individuals in this great, hot-headed, 
gallant, boasting, sublime, absurd French nation who 
had taken a cool view of the dead emperor's character 
— if perhaps such men as Louis Philippe, and Mon- 
hjieur A. Thiers, minister and deputy, and Monsieur 
Francois Cluizot, deputy and excellency, had from in- 
terest or conviction opinions at all differing from those 
of the majority, why they knew what was what, and 
kei)t their opinions to themselves, coming with a tole- 
rably good grace, and flinging a few handfuls of in- 
cense upon the altar of the popular idol. 

In the sue(!ee(ling debates, then, various opinions 
were given with regard to the place to be selected for 
the emperor's sepulchre. "Some demanded," says an 
elo(|aent anonymous captain in the navy, who has 
written an "Itinerary from Toulon to St. Helena," 
"that the coffin should be deposited under the bronze 
taken from the enemy by live French army — under 
the coJumn of the Tlace \^ exL^o\£ia. 'Wva SSifc-^i. ^^jys. 'Si. 
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fine one. This is the most glorious monument that 

"was ever raised in a conqueror's honour. This column 

has been melted out of foreign cannon. These same 

oannons have furrowed the bosoms of our braves with 

noble cicatrices; and this metal, conquered by the 

soldier first, by the artist afterwards, has allowed to 

be imprinted on its front, its own defeat and our glory. 

Napoleon might sleep in peace under this audacious 

trophy. But would his ashes find a shelter sufficiently 

vast beneath this pedestal? And his puissant statue, 

dominating Paris, beams with sufficient grandeur on 

this place. Whereas the wheels of carriages, and the 

feet of passengers, would profane the funereal sanctity 

of the spot, in trampling on the soil so near his 

head." 

You must not take this description, dearest Amelia, 
"at the foot of the letter, " as the French phrase it, 
but you will here have a masterly exposition of the 
arguments for and against the burial of the emperor 
imder the column of the Place yend6me. The idea 
was a fine one; granted; but, like all other ideas, it 
was open to objections. You must not fancy that the 
cannon, or rather the cannon-balls, were in the habit 
of furrowing the bosoms of French braves, or any 
other braves, with cicatrices; on the contrary, it is a 
known fact that cannon-balls make wounds and not 
cicatrices, (which, my dear, are wounds partially heal* 
ed.) Nay, that a man generally dies after receiving 
one such projectile on his chest, much more after ha- 
ving his bosom furrowed by a score of them. No, my 
love, no bosom, however heroic, can stand such appli- 
cations; and the author only means that the French 
soldiers faced the cannon , and took tlieiii. ^ox .» \si^ 



250 BISINTBBMENT OF NAPOLEON 

love, must you suppose that the column was melted; 
it was the cannon that was melted, not the colnou; 
but such phrases are often used by orators when they 
wish to give a particular force and emphasis to their 
opinion. 

Well, again, although Napoleon might have slept 
in peace under this audacious trophy, how could he 
do so, and carriages go rattling by all night, and 
people with great iron-heels to their boots pass clat- 
tering over the stones? Nor, indeed, could it be ex- 
pected that a man whose reputation stretches from the 
Pyramids to the Kremlin should find a column, of 
which the base is only five-and-twenty feet square, a 
shelter vast enough for his bones. In a word, then, 
although the proposal to bury Napoleon under the 
column was ingenious, it was found not to suit; where- 
upon somebody else proposed the Madelaine. 

"It was proposed," says the before-quoted author, 
with his usual felicity, "to consecrate the Madelaine 
to his exiled manes;" that is, to his bones when they 
were not in exile any longer. "He ought to have," 
it was said, "a temple entire. His glory fills the 
world. His bones could not contain themselves in the 
coffin of a man, in the tomb of a king! " In this case, what 
was Mary Magdalen to do? This proposition, I am happy 
to say, was rejected, and a new one, that of thePresident of 
the Council, adopted. "Napoleon and his braves ought 
not to quit each other. Under the immense gilded 
dome of the Invalids he would find a sanctuary worthy 
of himself. A dome imitates the vault of heaven, and 
that vault alone (meaning, of course, the other vault) 
should dominate a\)ove \i\a \v^«A. "ffia old mutilated 
guard shall watch axouuiSL \v\m\ XJtv^ \^\. ^'^'wwa.^ ^\»& 
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i shed his blood in his combats, shall breathe his 
t sigh near his tomb. And all these tombs shall 
jep under the tattered standards that have been won 
om all the nations of Europe." 

The original words are, "sous les lambeaux cribles 
es drapeaux cueillis chez toutes les nations;" in 
English, under the riddled rags of the flags that have 
been culled or plucked (like roses or buttercups) in all 
the nations. Sweet innocent flowers of victory! There 
they are, my dear, sure enough, and a pretty consi- 
derable hortus siccus may any man examine who choo- 
ses to walk to the Invalids. 

The burial-place being thus agreed on, the expe- 
dition was prepared, and on the 7th of July, the Belle 
Poule frigate, in company with La Favorite corvette, 
quitted Toulon harbour. A couple of steamers, the 
Trident and the Ocean, escorted the ships as far as 
Gibraltar, and then left them to pursue their voyage. 

The two ships quitted the harbour in the sight of 
8 vast concourse of people, and in the midst of a great 
roaring of cannon. Previous to the departure of the 
Belle Foule, the Bishop of Frejus went on board, and 
gave to the cenotaph in which the emperor's remains 
were to be deposited his episcopal benediction. Napo- 
leon's old friends and followers, the two Bertrands, 
Gonrgand, Emanuel Las Cases ("companions in exile, 
or sons of the companions in exile, of the prisoner of 
the infame Hudson," says a French writer,) were pas- 
sengers on board the frigate. Marchand, Denis, Pierret, 
Novaret, his old and faithful servants, were likewise in 
the vessel. It was commanded by his Royal Highness 
Francis Ferdinand Philip Louis Marie D'Orleans, 
Prince de Joinville, a young prince two-and-twenty 
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years of age, who has akeady distingaished himself is 
the service of his country and king. 

On the 8th of October, after a voyage of six and 
sixty days, the Belle Poule arrived in James Town 
harbour, and on its arrival, as on its departure from 
France, a great firing of guns took place. First, the 
Oreste, French brig of war, began roaring out a sala- 
tation to the frigate; then the Dolphin, English schoo* 
ner, gave her one and twenty guns; then the frigate I 
returned the compliment of the Dolphin schooner; ^en 
she blazed out with one 'a^d twenty guns more, as a 
mark of particular politeness to the shore, which kind- 
ness the forts acknowledged by similar detonations. 

These little compliments concluded on both sides, 
Lieutenant Middlemore ^ son and aide-de-camp of the 
governor of Saint Helena, came on board the Frepch 
frigate, and brought his father's best respects to his 
royal highness. The governor was at home ill, and 
forced to keep his room; but he had made his house 
at James Town ready for Captain Joinville and his 
suite, and begged that they would make use of it 
during their stay. 

On the 9th, H. R. H. the Prince of Joinville put 
on his full uniform, and landed, in company with Ge- 
nerals Bertrand and Gourgaud, Messrs. Las Cases and 
Marchand, M. Coquereau, the chaplain of the expedi- 
tion, and M. de Rohan Chabot who acted as chief 
mourner. All the garrison was under arms to receiTe 
the illustrious prince and the other members of the ex- 
pedition, who forthwith repaired to Plantation House, 
and had a conference with the governor regarding their 
mission. 

On the 10th, 11th, and 12th these conferences con- 
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^: the crews of the French ships were permitted 
>me on shore and see the tomb of Napoleon. Ber- 
i, Gronrgaad, Las Cases, wandered about the is- 
and revisited the spots to which they had been 
ial in the lifetime of the Emperor. 
The 15 th of October was fixed on for the day of 
exhumation: that day five-and-twenty years the 
•eror Napoleon first set his foot upon the island. 
>n the day previous all things had been made 
y, the grand coffins and ornaments brought from 
ice, and the articles necessary for the operation 
J carried to the valley of the tomb. 
The operations commenced at midnight; the well 
7n friends of Napoleon before named, and some 
r attendants of his, the chaplain and his acolytes, 
doctor of the Belle Poule, the captains of the 
tch ships, and Captain Alexander, of the engineers, 
English Commissioner, attended the disinterment. 
Boyal Highness Prince de Joinville could not be 
ent, because the workmen were under English eom- 
i. 

Dhe men worked for nine hours incessantly, when 
ength the earth was entirely removed from the 
t, all the horizontal strata of masonry demolished, 
the large slab which covered the place where the 
B sarcophagus lay, removed by a crane. This 
r coffin of stone was perfect, and could scarcely 
aid to be damp. 

^As soon as the Abbe Coquereau had recited the 
ers, the coffin was removed with the greatest care, 
carried by the engineer-soldiers, bareheaded, into 
nt that had been prepared for the purpose. After 
eJigioas ceremonies, the inner col&nft "ww^ Q^x^fcV^ 
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the outermost coffin was slightly injured; then caine 
one of lead, which was in good condition, and eof 

closed two others, one of tin, and one of wood* iht 

lafit coffin was lined inside with white satin, wbidi, 
having become detached by the effect of time, had 
fallen upon the body and enveloped it like a winding- 
bheet, and had become slightly attached to it. 

"It is difficult to describe with what anxiety and 
emotion those who were present waited for the mo- 
ment which was to expose to them all that death had 
left of Napoleon. Notwithstanding the singular state 
of prcser\'ation of the tomb and coffins, we could scarce- 
ly liope to find anything but some misshapen remains 
of the least perishable part of the costume to evidence 
the identity of the body. But when Dr. Guillard 
raised tlie sheet of satin, an indescribable feeling of 
surprise and affection was expressed by the spectators, 
11) tiny of wliom burst into tears. The Emperor was 
liimsclf before their eyes! — the features of the face, 
thou^'h dianpjed, were perfectly recognised — the hands 
(.xiremoly beautiful — his well-known costume had 
suffered but little, and the colours were easily distin- 
rruished. Tlie attitude itself was full of ease; and but 
for the fragments of the satin lining which covered as 
with a fine gauze several parts of the uniform we 
might have believed we still saw Napoleon before us, 
lying on his bed of state. General Bertrand and M. 
INInrchand, who were both present at the interment 
quickly pointed out the different articles which each 
had deposited in the coffin, and which bad remained 
in the precise position in which they had previously 
described them to be." 

"The two inner coffins were carefully closed a«ain; 
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leaden coffin was strongly blocked up with 

of wood, and both were once more soldered 
L the most minute precautions, under the di- 

of Dr. Guillard. These different operations 
irminated, the ebony sarcophagus was closed as 

its oak case. On delivering the key of the 
sarcophagus to Count de Chabot, the king's 
sioner. Captain Alexander declared to him, in 
16 of the governor, that this coffin, containing 
tal remains of the Emperor Napoleon, was con- 
as at the disposal of the French government, 
it day and from the moment at which it should 
t the place of embarkation, towards which it 
•ut to be sent under the orders of General Mid- 
. The king's commissioner replied, that he 
irged by his government, and in its name, to 
^he coffin from the hands of the British autho- 
md that he and the other persons composing 
nch mission were ready to follow it to James 
^here the Prince deJoinville, superior commandant 
expedition, would be ready to receive it and 

it on board his frigate. A car drawn by four 
decked with funeral emblems, had been pre- 
efore the arrival of the expedition, to receive 
n, as well as a pall, and all the other suitable 
;s of mourning. When the sarcophagus was 
)n the car, the whole was covered with a mag- 
imperial mantle brought from Paris, the four 

of which were borne by Generals Bertrand 
urgaud. Baron Las Cases and M. Marchand. 
-past three o'clock, the funeral car began to 
preceded by a chorister bearing the cross, and 
Lbb6 Coquereau. M. de Chabot acted as chief 
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monrner. All the authorities of the island, all tin 
principal inhabitants, and the whole of the garrisoB} 
followed in procession from the tomb to the qnaf. 
But with the exception of the artillerymen necessaiy 
to lead the horses, and occasionally support the car 
when descending some steep parts of the way, the 
places nearest the coffin were reserved for the Frendi 
mission. General Middlemore, although in a weak 
state of health, persisted in following the whole way 
on foot, together with General Churchill, chief of the 
staff in India, who had arrived only two days before 
from Bombay. The immense weight of the coffins, and the 
unevenness of the road, rendered the utmost carefulness 
necessary throughout the whole distance. Colonel 
Trelawney commanded in person the small detachment 
of artillerymen who conducted the car, and, thanks to 
his great care, not the slightest accident took place. 
From the moment of departure to the arrival at the 
quay, the cannons of the forts and the Belle Ponle 
fired minute guns. After an hour's march the rain 
ceased for the first time since the commencement of 
the operations, and on arriving in sight of the town, 
we found a brilliant sky and beautiful weather. From 
the morning the three French vessels of war had as- 
sumed the usual signs of deep mourning, their yards 
crossed and their flags lowered. Two French mer- 
chantmen, Bonne Amie and Indien, which had been in 
the roads for two days, had put themselves under the 
prince's orders, and followed during the ceremony all 
the manoeuvres of the Belle Poule. The forts of the 
town and the houses of the consuls had also their flags 
half-mast high. 

"On arriving at the entrance of the town, the 
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roops of the garrison and the militia formed in two 
Ines as far as the extremity of the quay. According 
o the order for mourning prescribed for the English 
nny, the men had their arms reversed, and the of- 
Icers had crape on their arms with their swords re- 
versed. All the inhabitants had been kept away from 
he line of march, but they lined the terraces command- 
ng the town, and the streets were occupied only by 
ihe troops, the 91st regiment being on the right and 
the militia on the left. The cortege advanced slowly 
between two ranks of soldiers to the sound of a funeral 
march, while the cannons of the forts were fired, as 
well as from the Belle Poule and the Dolphin, the 
echoes being repeated a thousand times by the rocks 
above James Town. After two hours' march the cor- 
t^ stopped at the end of the quay, where the Prince 
de Joinville had stationed himself at the head of the 
officers of th e three French ships of war. The greatest 
official honours had been rendered by the English au- 
thorities to the memory of the Emperor — the most 
striking testimonials of respect had marked the adieu 
given by St. Helena to his coffin; and from this mo- 
ment the mortal remains of the Emperor were about 
to belong to France. When the funeral-car stopped, 
the Prince de Joinville advanced alone, and in presence 
of all around, who stood with their heads uncovered, 
received in a solemn manner the imperial coffin from 
;he hands of General Middlemorc. His royal high- 
less then thanked the governor in the name of France, 
or all the testimonials of sympathy and respect with 
¥hich the authorities and inhabitants of St. Helena had 
urronnded the memorable ceremonial. A cutter had 
)een expressly prepared to receive the coffin. During 

Thackeray, VIU, 17 
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the embarkation, which the prince directed himself, 
bands played funeral airs, and all the boats were i 
tioned round with their oars shipped. The mon 
the sarcophagus touched the cutter, a magnificent re 
flag, which the ladies of James Town had embroidc 
for the occasion, was unfurled, and the Belle P( 
immediately squared her masts and unfurled her coloi 
All the manoeuvres of the frigate were immediai 
followed by the other vessels. Our mourning 
ceased with the exile of Napoleon, and the Fre 
naval division dressed itself out in all its festal oi 
ments to receive the imperial coffin under the Fre 
flag. The sarcophagus was covered in the cutter i 
the imperial mantle. The Prince de Joinville pis 
himself at the rudder, Commandant Guyet at the li 
of the boat; Generals Bertrand and Gourgaud, Ba 
de Las Cases, M. Marchand, and the Abbe Coquerc 
occupied the same places as during the march. Cc 
Chabot and Commandant Hernoux were astern, a li 
in advance of the prince. As soon as the cutter 
pushed off from the quay, the batteries ashore fire 
salute of twenty-one guns, and our ships returned 
salute with all their artillery. Two other salutes ^ 
fired during the passage from the quay to the frig 
the cutter advancing very slowly, and surrounded 
the other boats. At half-past six o'clock it reac 
the Belle Poule, all the men being on the yards ^ 
their hats in their hands. The prince had had 
ranged on the deck a chapel, decked with flags 
trophies of arms, the altar being placed at the foe 
the mizen-mast. The coffin, carried by our sail 
passed between two ranks of officers with dr 
swords, and was placed* on the quarter-deck. 
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ibsolution was pronounced by the Abb6 Coquereau 
lie same evening. Next day, at ten o'clock; a solemn 
nass "was celebrated on the deck, in presence of the 
officers and part of ihe crews of the ships. His royal 
highness stood at the foot of the coffin. The cannon 
of the Favorite and Oreste fired minute-guns during 
tibia ceremony, which terminated by a solemn absolution; 
and the Prince de Joinville, the gentlemen of the mis- 
sion, the officers, and the premiers maitres of the ship, 
sprinkled holy water on the coffin. At eleven all the 
ceremonies of the church were accomplished, all the 
honours done to a sovereign had been paid to the 
mortal remains of Napoleon. The coffin was carefully 
lowered between decks, and placed in the chapelle ar- 
dente which had been prepared at Toulon for its re- 
c^tion. At this moment the vessels fired a last sa- 
hte with all their artillery; and the frigate took in 
her flags, keeping up only her flag at the stern and 
the royal standard at the main- top -gallant mast. On 
Sunday, the 18th, at eight in the morning, the Belle 
Pooli quitted St. Helena with her precious deposit on 
board. 

"During the whole time that the mission remained 
at James Town, the best understanding never ceased 
to exist between the population of the island and the 
French. The Prince de Joinville and his companions 
met in all quarters and at all times with the greatest 
good- will and the warmest testimonials of sympathy. 
The authorities and the inhabitants must have felt, no 
doubt, great regret at seeing taken away from their 
island the coffin that had rendered it so celebrated; 
bat they repressed their feeUngs with a courtesy that 
does honour to the frankness of their character." 

17* 



LETTER n. 

The voyage from St. Helena to Paris. 

On the 18 th of October, the French fri^te quitted 
the island, with its precious burden on board. 

His royal highness the Captain acknowledged cor- 
dially the kindness and attention which he and hit 
crew had received from the English authorities and 
the inhabitants of the Island of St. Helena; nay, pro- 
mised a pension to an old soldier who had been for 
many years the guardian of the imperial tomb, and 
went so far as to take into consideration the petition 
of a certain lodging-house keeper, who prayed for t 
compensation for the loss which the rem oval of the 
Emperor's body would occasion to her. And although 
it was not to be expected that the great French nation 
should forego its natural desire of recovering t^e re- 
mains of a hero so fully dear to it for the sake of the 
individual interest of the landlady in question, it mast 
have been satisfactory to her to find that the pecaliaritj 
of her position was so delicately appreciated by tl« 
august prince who commanded the expedition, and 
carried away with him, animoe dimdium suce^ the hiK 
of the genteel independence which she derived from 
the situation of her hotel. 

In a word, politeness and friendship could not be 
carried further, — the prince's nation and the land- 
lady's were bound together by the closest ties of amity. 
M. Thiers was minister of France, the great patron 
of the English alliance at London; M. Guizot was the 
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^7 representative of the French goodwill towards 

British people: and the remark frequently made 

our orators at public dinners, that ^'France and 

^land, while united, might defy the world," was 

sidered as likely to hold good for many years to 

e; — the union that is; as for defying the world, 

was neither here nor there, nor did English poli- 
ns ever dream of doing any such thing, except, 
laps, at the tenth glass of port at Freemasons' 
em. 

Liittle, however, did Mrs. Corbett, the St. Helena 
lady, — little did His Royal Highness Prince Fer- 
nd Philip Mary de Joinville know what was going 
in Europe all this time, (when I say in Europe, I 
D in Turkey, Syria, and Egypt,) — how clouds, in 
J were gathering upon what you call the political 
zon, — and how tempests were rising that were to 
V to pieces our Anglo -Gallic temple of friendship. 
but it is sad to think that a single wicked old Turk 
lid be the means of setting oiu* two Christian na- 
8 by the ears! 

Tes, my love, this disreputable old man has been 
some time past the object of the disinterested at- 
ion of the great sovereigns of Europe. The Em- 
^r Nicholas, (a moral character, though following 
Greek superstition, and adored for his mildness and 
evolence of disposition,) the^'Emperor Ferdinand, 
King of Prussia, and our own Gracious Queen, 

taken such just offence at his conduct and dis- 
dience towards a young and interesting sovereign, 
vhose authority he had disregarded, whose fleet he 

kidnapped, whose fair provinces he had pounced 
n, — that they determined to come to the aid of 
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Abdul Medjid the First, Emperor of the TurkB, and 
bring his rebellious' vassal to reason. In this project 
the French nation was invited to join, but they refused 
the invitation, saying that it was necessary for the 
maintenance of the balance of power in Europe, that 
His Highness Mehemet Ali should keep possession of 
what, by hook or by crook, he had gotten, and that 
they would have no hand in injuring him. But why 
continue this argument, which you have read in the 
newspapers for many months past? You, my dear, 
must know as well as I, that the balance of power in 
Europe could not possibly be maintained in any sndi 
way; and though, to be sure, for the last fifteen years, 
the progress of the old robber has not made much 
difference to us in the neighbourhood of Russell Square, 
and the battle of Nezib did not in the least affect onr 
taxes , our homes , our institutions , or the price of 
butcher's -meat, yet there is no knowing what miffht 
have happened, had Mehemet Ali been allowed to 
remain quietly as he was; and the balance of power 
in Europe might have been — the deuce knows 
where. 

Here, then, in a nutshell, you have the whole mat- 
ter in dispute. While Mrs. Corbett and the Prince de 
Joinville were innocently interchanging compliments 
at Saint Helena, bang, bang! Commodore Napier was 
pouring broadsides into Tyre and Sidon, — our gallant 
navy was storming breaches, and routing armies, — 
Colonel Hodges had seized upon the green standard 
of Ibrahim Pacha, and the powder-magazine of Saint 
John of Acre was blown up sky-high, with eighteen 
hundred Egyptian sol^era m cotk^wk^ ^5^\S3cL\t; The 
French said that Tor Auglais \v«.^ ^Okv^^^^ ^^ '^wwt 
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iccesses, and no doubt believed that the poor fellows 
b Acre were bribed to a man. 

It must have been particularly unpleasant to a 
iH^-minded nation like the French — at the very mo- 
nent when the Egyptian affair and the balance of 
Snrope had been settled in this abrupt way — to find 
mt, all of a sudden, that the Pacha of Egypt was 
heir dearest friend and ally. They had suffered in 
ihe person of their friend; and though, seeing that the 
lispnte was ended and the territory out of his hand, 
they could not hope to get it back for him, or to aid 
him in any substantial way, yet Monsieur Thiers 
determined, just as a mark of politeness to the Pacha, 
to fight all Europe for maltreating him — all Europe, 
England included. He was bent on war, and an im- 
mense majority of the nation went with him. He 
called for a million of soldiers, and would have bad 
them too, had not the king been against the project, 
and delayed the completion of it, at least for a time. 

Of these great European disputes. Captain Joipville 
received a notification while he was at sea on board 
his frigate, as we find by the official account which 
has been published of his mission. 

"Some days after quitting St. Helena," says that 
document, "the expedition fell in with a ship coming 
from Europe; and was thus made acquainted with the 
vrarlike rumours then afloat, by which a collision with 
the English marine was rendered possible. The Prince 
ie Joinville immediately assembled the officers of the 
Belle Poule to deliberate on an event so unexpected 
md important. 

"The council of war having expressed its opinion 
bat it was necessary ^ at all events , to "pTC^w^ \cst «sl 
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energetic defence, preparations were made to place iB 
h.'ittery all tlic guns that the frigate could bring to 
))car against the enemy. The provisional cabins that 
had been fitted np in the battery were demolished, ttn 
])nrtitions removed, and, with all the elegant furnitnn 
of the cabins, flung into the sea. The Prince de 
fFoinville was the first ^ to execute himself,' and die 
frigate soon found itself armed with six or eight 
more guns. 

'^Thut part of the ship where these cabins had 
])reviously been went by the name of Lacedasmon, 
everything luxurious being banished to make way for 
M^iat was useful. 

''Indeed, all persons who were on board agree in 
saying that Monseigneur the Prince de Joinvi^lle most 
worthily acquitted himself of the great and honourable 
mission which had been confided to him. All affirm, 
■lot only that the commandant of the expedition did 
'.vi'ry thing at St. Helena which, as a Frenchman, he 
was bound to do, in order that the remains of the 
Knipcror should receive all the honours due to then:, 
l>ut moreover that he accomplished his mission with 
nil the measured solemnity, all the pious and severe 
dignity that the son of the Emperor himself would 
have shown upon a like occasion. The commandant 
had also comprehended that the remains of the Em- 
peror must never fall into the hands of the stranger; 
and being himself decided rather to sink his ship than 
to give up his precious deposit, he had inspired every 
one about him with the same energetic resolution that 
he liad himself taken ^against an extreme eventuality,^^* 

INIonseigneur , my dear, is really one of the finest 
young fellows it is poa^\)c>Vft \.o «»^^. ^^^ XsJJl^ Vs^^q^- 
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lihested, slim-waisted, brown -faced, dark -eyed young 
prinee, with a great beard, (and other martial qualities, 
BO donbt,) beyond his years. As he strode into the 
Chisel of the Invalides on Tuesday, at the head of 
Ub men, he made no small impression, I can tell you, 
npon the ladies assembled to witness the ceremony. 
Nor are the crew of the Bell^ Poule less agreeable to 
look at than their commander. A more clean, smart, 
letiye, well -limbed set of lads never ''did dance" 
iipon the deck of the famed Belle Poule in the days 
of her memorable combat with the saucy Arethusa. 
^These &ye hundred sailors," says a French news- 
paper, speaking of them in the proper French way, 
'sword in hand, in the severe costume of board -ship 
la severe tenue du hord) seemed proud of the mission 
hat Uiey had just accomplished. Their blue jackets, 
heir red cravats, the turned -down collars and blue 
(hirts edged with white, cbbove all their resolute appear- 
mce and martial air, gave a favourable specimen of 
;he present state of our marine — a marine of which 
yo much might be expected , and from which so little 
has been required." {Le Commerce^ 16 Dec,) 

There they were sure enough, a cutlass upon one 
bip, a pistol on the other — a gallant set of young 
men, indeed. I doubt, to be sure, whether the severe 
fenue du hord requires that the seaman should be al- 
Rrays furnished with these ferocious weapons, which 
ivonld be somewhat in his way in sundry maritime 
nanoenvres — such as going to sleep in your hammock, 
or instance, or twinkling a binnacle, or luffing a mar- 
inspike, or keel-hauling a main-top-gallant, (all naval 
)perations, my dear, which any seafaring novelist will 
\zpltun to you). I doubt, I say, whethet lli^^Q^^wgQTi^ 
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an ■feoqw wosB by nilon; and liBm'keard Ot&t tba 
ars eooimcnlf , and tvj wweibly too, locked up una 
tbttf an waidad. Taks anotha eoaiple: suppose ai- 
taIla7>Mn mn in eBWi n flj compalkd to waik about 
irfdt a pyramid of tmB^-fonr poond diot in one pocket, 
and a Edited fue and a tew bamla ot gunpowder in 
tbe oOmt, IhMe ol^iactB mold, aa yoa may ima^ne, 
gnafly inoomviiiBaM the artflbtyman in his peaceful 
Btaia. 

Tha uewtptpta writsr ia flienlartt most likel; mis- 
Uk<n in ai^iiig that flie seaman inns in the srvere teaut 
Aiiordt or bj "boid" means "abordage," which ope- 
lation they wei» not — in a faanaleas church hung 
Tdlind with velvet and mx'eandlee, and flUed with la- 
dies — son^ called i^on to perform. Nor, indeed, 
can it be reasonablj Bnpposed that the picked men' OJ 
the crack bigate of tbe E^«ndi navy are "a good ipe- 
dmen" of llie rest of the French marine, any man 
than a cniraseed coloasna at the gate of the Hone 
Guards can be considered a fair sample of the British 
soldiers of the line. The sword and pistol, however, 
bad no doubt the effect, — tiie former was in its 
sheath, the latter not loaded; and I hear that the Fieneii 
ladies are qtiite in raptures with these channing hifi 



Let the warlike accoutrements then pass; it was 
necesssjy, perhaps, to strike the Farisians with awe, 
and tlierefore the crew was armed in tbis fierce fashion; 
bnt why should the captain begin to swagger as weE 
as his men? and why did the Prince de JoinviQe log 
ont sirord and pistol so ftarVj'l ot ■wVj ^ U he thonglil 
ff* to make preparaliooB , sVcnAi 'ft«. tJasaiL "ipwrB* 
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rag of these afterwards as proofs of his extraordinary 
enrage? 

Here is the case. The English government makes 
lim a present of the bones of Napoleon; English work- 
nen work for nine honrs without ceasing, and dig the 
Bofifin out of the ground; the English commissioner 
[lands over the key of the box to the French represen- 
tative, Monsieur Chabot; English horses carry the 
hineral car down to the sea-shore, accompanied by the 
English governor, who has actually left his bed to 
walk in the procession and to do the French nation 
honour. 

After receiving and acknowledging these politeness- 
es, the French captain takes his charge on board; and 
the first thing we afterwards hear of him is the deter- 
mination ^^qu'il a su faire passer ^^ into all his crew to 
sink rather than yield up the body of the Emperor mix 
mains de Vetranger — into the hands of the foreigner. 
tfy dear Monseigneur, is not this par trop fort? Sup- 
pose "the foreigner" had* wanted the coffin, could he 
lot have kept it? Why show this uncalled-for valour, 
his extraordinary alacrity at sinking? Sink or blow 
yourself up as much as you please, but your royal 
lighness must see that the genteel thing would have 
)een to wait until you were asked to do so, before you 
)fi*ended good-natured, honest people, who, Heaven 
lelp them, have never shown themselves at all murder- 
ously inclined towards you. A man knocks^ up his 
abins forsooth, throws his tables and chairs overboard, 
nns guns into the port-holes, and calls le quartier die 
ard ou eanstaient ces chambres, Lacedsemon. Lacedas- 
ttOn! — There is a province, O Prince, in your royal 
leJber'a dominions — a fruitful parent ol \icto^% Vsl V^si> 
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time — which would have given a much better nick- 
name to your quartter du hord; you should have caUed 
it Gascony! 

"Sooner than strike we '11 all ex-pi.er 
On board of the Bell-e Pou-le." 

Such fanfaronading is very weU on the part of Tom 
Dibdin, but a person of your royal highness's "pious 
and severe dignity" should have been above it. ^vou 
entertained an idea that war was imminent, would it 
not have been far better to have made your prepara- 
tions in quiet; and when you found the war -rumour 
blown over, to have said nothing about what you in- 
tended to do? Fie upon such cheap Lacedsemonianism! 
There is no poltroon in the world but can brag about 
what he would have done. However, to do your royal 
highness's nation justice, they brag and fight too. 

This narrative, my dear Miss Smith, as you will 
have remarked, is not a simple tale merely, but is ac- 
companied by many moral and pithy remarks, which 
form its chief value, in the ^v^iter's eyes at least* and 
the above account of the Sham Lacedasmon on board 
the Belle Poule has a double-barrelled morality as I 
conceive. Besides justly reprehending the French pro- 
pensity towards braggadocio, it proves very strongly a 
point on which I am the only statesman in Europe 
who has strongly insisted. In the "Paris Sketch 
Book," {one copy, I believe, is still to be had at the 
publisher's,) — in the "Paris Sketch Book" it was 
stated that the French hate us. They hate us, my dear 
profoundly and desperately; and there never was such 
a hollow humbug in the world as the French alliance. 
Men get a character for patriotism in France merely 
by hating England. Directly they go into strong oppo- 
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sition, (where, yon know, people are always more pa- 
triotic than on the ministerial side,) they appeal to the 
people, and have their hold on the people by hating 
England in common with them. Why? It is a long 
story; -and the hatred may be accounted for by many 
reasons, both political and social. Any time Aiese eight 
hnndred years this ill- will has been going on, and has 
been transmitted, on the French side, from father to 
son: on the French side, not on ours; we have had no 
(or few) defeats to complain of, — no invasions to 
make ns angry. But you see that to discuss such a 
period of time would demand a considerable number 
of pages ; and for the present we will avoid the exami- 
nation of Hie question. 

But they hate us, — that is the long and short of 
it; and you see how this hatred has exploded just now, 
not upon a serious cause of difference, but upon an 
argnment; for what is the Pacha of Egypt to us or 
them but a mere abstract opinion? For the same 
reason the Littlendians in Lilliput abhorred the Big- 
endians; and I beg you to remark how his Royal High- 
ness Prince Ferdinand Mary, upon hearing that this 
argnment was in the course of debate between us, 
straightway flung his furniture overboard, and ex- 
pressed a preference for sinking his ship rather than 
yielding it to the etranger. Nothing came of this wish 
of his, to be sure; but the intention is everything. 
Unlucky circumstances denied him the power; but he 
had the will. . 

Well, beyond this disappointment, the Prince de 
Joinville had nothing to complain of during the voyage, 
whidi terminated happily by the arival of the Belle 
PoaJe at Cberbonrgy on the 30t\i ol 'SoN^iofe^x^ ^ %::^^ 
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o'clock in the morning. A telegraph made the gb 
news known at Paris, where the Minister of the Interia 
Tanneguj-Duchdtel (you will read the name, Madanu 
in the old Anglo-French wars,) had already mad 
"immense preparations" for receiving the body of Bh 
poleon. • 

The entry was fixed for the 15 th of December. 

On the 8th of December, at Cherbourg, the bod 
was transferred from the Belle Poule frigate to tb 
Normandie steamer; on which occasion, the Mayor o 
Cherbourg deposited, in the name of his town, a golt 
laurel branch upon the coffin, which was saluted b; 
the forts and dikes of the place with ONE THOUSAM 
GUNS! — there was a treat for the inhabitants! 

There was on board the steamer a splendid recap 
tacle for the coffin. "A temple with twelve pillars 
and a dome to cover it from the wet and moistm'e 
surrounded with velvet hangings and silver fringes. A 
the head was a gold cross, at the foot a gold lamp; 
other lamps were kept constantly burning within, and 
vases of burning incense were hung around. An altar 
hung with velvet and silver was at the mizen-mast ol 
the vessel, and four silver eagles at each comer of the 
altar.'** It was a compliment at once to Napoleon and 
— excuse me for saying so, but so the facts are — to 
Napoleon and to God Almighty. 

Three steamers, the Normandie, the Veloce, and 
the Courier, formed the expedition from Cherbourg tc 
Havre; at which place they arrived on the evening o 
the 9th of December, and where the Veloce was re- 
placed by the Seine steamer, having in tow one of th< 
state coasters, which was to fire the salute at the mo- 
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ment when the body was transferred into one of the 
vessels belonging to the Seine. 

The expedition passed Hdvre the same night, and 
came to anchor at Val-de la Haye on the Seine, three 
leagues below Bouen. 

Here, the next morning (10th), it was met by the 
flotilla of steam -boats of the Upper- Seine, consisting 
of the three Dorades, the three !l^toiles, the Elbeuvien, 
the Parisien, the Farisienne, and the Zampa. The 
Prince de Joinville and the persons of the expedition 
embarked immediately in the flotilla, which arrived the 
same day at Bouen. 

At Bouen salutes were fired, the National Guard 
on both sides of the river paid military honours to the 
body, and over the middle of the suspension-bridge a 
magnificent cenotaph was erected, decorated with flags, 
fasces, violet hangings, and the imperial arms. Before 
the cenotaph the expedition stopped, and the absolu- 
tion was given by the Archbishop and the clergy. 
After a couple of hours' stay, the expedition proceeded 
to Pont de I'Arche. On the 11th it reached Vernon; 
on the 12th, Mantes; on the 13th, Maisons-sur-Seine. 

"Everywhere," says the official account from which 
the above particulars are borrowed, "the authorities, 
the National Guard, and the people, flocked to the 
passage of the flotilla, desirous to render the honours 
due to his glory, which is the glory of France. On 
seeing its hero return, the nation seemed to have 
found its palladium again, — the sainted relics of 
victory." 

At length, on the 14th, the coffin was transferred 
from the Dorade steamer on board the imperial vessel 
arrived from Paris. In the evening the imperial vessel 



272 THE VOTAGE FROM 

arrived at Courbevoie, which wbjb the last stage of the 
journey. 

Here it was that M. Guizot went to examine the 
vessel, and was very nearly flung into the Seine, as 
report goes, by the patriots assembled there. It is 
now lying on the river, near the Invalides, amidst the 
drifting ice, whither the people of Paris are flocking 
out to see it. 

The vessel is of a very elegant antique form, and 
I can give you on the Thames no better idea of it 
than by requesting you to fancy an immense wherry 
of which the stern has been cut straight off, and on 
which a temple on steps has been elevated. At the 
flgure-head is an immense gold eagle, and at the stem 
is a little terrace, filled with evergreens, and a profu- 
sion of banners upon pedestals. Along the sides of 
the vessel are tripods, in which incense was burned, 
and underneath them are garlands of flowers, called 
here immortals. Four eagles surmount the temple, and 
a great scroll or garland, held in their beaks, surrounds 
it. It is hung with velvet and gold; four gold caria- 
tides support the entry of it, and in the midst, upon a 
large platform, hung with velvet and bearing the im- 
perial arms, stood the coffin. 

A steam-boat, carrying two hundred musicians play- 
ing funereal marches and military symphonies, prece- 
ded this magnificent vessel to Courbevoie, where a fune- 
real temple was erected, and "a statue of Notre Dame 
de Grace, before which the seamen of the Belle Poule 
inclined themselves, in order to thank her for having 
^i-anted them a noble an^ ^orvaws. n^^s^^q^." 

Early on the moxum^ ol \k^ \^S)aT^'i^'ss^^^., ^ksk^^ 
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doiids of incense and thunder of cannon, and innnme- 
rable shouts of people, the coffin was transferred from 
the barge, and carried by the seamen of the Belle 
Poole to the imperial car. 

And now, having conducted our hero almost to the 
gates of Paris, I must tell you what preparations were 
made in ihe capital to receive him. 

Ten days before the arrival of the body, as you 
walked across the Deputies' Bridge, or over the Es» 
planade of the Invalides, you saw on the bridge eight, 
on the esplanade thirty-two mysterious boxes erected, 
wherein a couple of score of sculptors were at work 
night and day. 

In the middle of the Invalid Avenue, there used to 
stand on a kind of shabby fountain or pump a bust of 
Lafayette, crowned with some dirty wreaths of immor- 
tals, and looking down at the little streamlet which 
occasionally dribbled before him. The spot of ground 
was now clear, and Lafayette and the pump had been 
consigned to some cellar, to make way for the mighty 
procession that was to pass over the place of their 
habitation. 

Strange coincidence! If I had been Mr. Victor 
Hngo, my dear, or a poet of any note, I would, in a 
few hours, have made an impromptu concerning that 
Lafayette-crowned pump; and compared its lot now to 
the fortune of its patron some fifty years back. From 
him then issued, as from his fountain now, a feeble 
dribble of pure words; then, as now, some faint circle 
of disciples were willing to admire him. Calmly, in 
the midst of the war and storm without, this pure 
fount of eloquence went dribbling, dribbling on — till 
of a sudden the revolutionary workmen knocked down 

Thackeray. VJII, 18 
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sfatiio and fountain, and the gorgeous imperial caval- , 
radc trampled <»VL*r the spot where they stood. 

As fur llic Clianips Elysees, there was no end to 
tho preparations. The first day, you saw a couple of 
liiindroil scatlbhlings erected at intervals between the 
handsome ^ihled gas-lamps that at present ornament 
th:it avonius ni'xt day, all these scafibldings were filled 
>vilh hrick and mortar; presently, over the brick and 
mortar rose ])ediments of statues, legs of urns, legs of 
•roddi'ssrs, — k'gs and bodies of goddesses, — legs, 
hoih'rft and busts of goddesses, — finally, on the ISth 
nl IhM'cmhor. goddesses complete; on the 1 4th they were 
paiiiltMl in:irble colour, and the basements of wood and 
t'MMVMss on which they stood were made to resemble 
flu' y.{\\nv costlv material. The funereal urns were 
• ivnlv to ri»i'(Mvc, the frankincense and precious odours 
■vmIcIi wrro to l)urn in them. A vast number of white 
'ijinn- sinirluMl <lown the avenue, each beai'ing a 

, . i» liiickli'P. on which was written in gold letters 
. (' of llio vii'lorics of the Emperor, and each deco- 
•:mimI willi (Miornions inij>erial flags. On these columns 
'i.ldt'ii r;i?ih's wii'o placed, and the newspapers did not 
tiiil (o remark tlio ingenious position in which the 
royal hir<ls liad boon set; for while those on the right 
band side of the way bad their heads turned towards 
the prores>ion, as if to watch its coming, those on the 
loll wiMv looking exactly the other way, as if to regard 
its progress. Do not fancy I am joking, this point 
was gravely and emphatically urged in many news- 
]);ipers, and 1 do believe no mortal Frenchman ever 
I bought it anything but sublime. 

Do not interrupt me, sweet Miss Smith. I feel 
that you arc angry. I can see from here the pouting 
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bi your lips, and know what you are going to say. 
You are going to say, ^^I will read no more of this, 
Bdr. Titmarsh; there is no subject, however solemn, 
3ut he treats it with flippant irreverence, and no cha- 
racter, however great, at whom he does not sneer." 

Ah, my dear! you are young now, ^ud enthusias- 
tic; and your Titmarsh is old, very|old, sad, and grey- 
tieaded. I have seen a poor mother buy a halfpenny 
wreath at the gate of Montmartre burying-ground, and 
go with it to her little child's grave, and hang it there 
over the little humble stone; and if ever you saw me 
scorn the mean offering of the poor shabby creature, 
I will give you leave to be as angry as you will. 
They say that on the passage of Napoleon's coffin 
down the Seine, old soldiers and country people walked 
miles from their villages just to catch a sight of the 
boat which carried his body, and to kneel down on 
the shore, and "pray for him. God forbid that we 
should quarrel with such prayers and sorrow, or ques- 
tion their sincerity. Something great and good must 
have been in this man, something loving and kindly, 
that has kept his name so cherished in the popular 
memory, and gained him such lasting reverence and 
affection. 

But, Madam, one may respect the dead without 
feeling awe-stricken at the plumes of the hearse, and I 
see no reason why one should S3nnpathize with the 
train of mutes and undertakers, however deep may 
be their mourning. Look, I pray you, at the manner 
in which the French nation has performed Napol,eon'8 
funeral. Time out of mind, nations have raised in 
memory of their heroes august mausoleums, grand 
pyramids, splendid statues of gold ox TQ»x\Afc^ ^-wstv.- 
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ficing whatever they had that was most costly and 
rare, or that was most beautiful in art, as tokens of 
their respect and love for the dead person. What a 
fine example of this sort of sacrifice is that (recorded 
in a book of which simplicity is the great characteriB- 
tic) of the poor woman who brought her pot of pre- 
cious ointment, her all, and laid it at the feet of the 
object which upon earth she most loved and respected. 
"Economists and calculators" there were even in tfaoM 
days who quarrelled with the manner in which the 
poor woman lavished so much "capital;" but yon will 
remember how nobly and generously the sacrifice was 
appreciated, and how the economists were pnt to 
shame. 

With regard to the funeral ceremony that has joit 
been performed here, it is said that a famous public 
personage and statesman, Monsieur Thiers indeed, 
spoke with the bitterest indignation of the general style 
of the preparations, and of their mean and tawdry 
character. He would have had a pomp as magnificent, 
he said, as that of Home at the triumph of Aurelian; 
he would have decorated the bridges and avenues 
through which the procession was to pass with the 
costliest marbles and the finest works of art, and have 
had them to remain there for ever, as monuments of 
the great funeral. 

The economists and calculators might here inter- 
pose, with a great deal of reason, (for indeed there 
was no reason why a nation should impoverish itself 
to do honour to the memory of an individual for whom, 
after all, it can feel but a qualified enthusiasm); but it 
surely might have empVo^e^ \\\^ \wc^^ ^xwav voted for 
the purpose more vdseVy aiv^ ^^\i^^wx^\l^ «sAt^^<cs^^^ 
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its respect for Napoleon by some worthy and lasting 
memorial, rather than have erected yonder thousand 
vain heaps of tinsel, paint, and plaster, that are already 
cracking and crombling in the frost, at three days old. 
Scarcely one of the statues, indeed, deserves to last 
a month; some are odious distortions and caricatures, 
which never should have been allowed to stand for a 
moment. On the very day of the f^te, the wind was 
shaking the canvass pedestals, and the flimsy wood- 
work had begun to gape and give way. At a little 
distance, to be sure, you could not see the cracks, and 
pedestals and statues looked like marble. At some 
distance you could not tell but that the wreaths and 
eagles were gold embroidery, and not gilt-paper; the 
great tricolored flags damask, and not striped calico. 
One would t^ink that these sham splendours betokened 
sham respect, if one had not known that the name of 
Napoleon is held in real reverence, and observed some- 
what of the character of the nation. Beal feelings they 
have, but they distort them by exaggeration; real cou- 
rage, which they render ludicrous by intolerable brag- 
gadocio; and I think the above official account of the 
Prince de Joinville's proceedings, of the maniler in 
whidi the Emperor's remains have been treated in their 
▼oyage to the capital, and of the preparations made to 
receive him in it, will give my dear Miss Smith some 
means of understanding the social and moral condition 
of this worthy people of France. 
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LETTER in, 

' Shall I tell yon^ 1117 dear^ ibtA "wtMi Vndfim 
woke me, at a Tefyearfy hour o& this e^rentM aitin* 
ingy while the keen Btars were BtQl gl]lteill|p'Mr 
•hMid, a half-moon as sharp as a raxor ^ftf ^ ^^y inUM 
froatj aky, and a wicked north-wind Mowing^ tlHit:UMr 
ihe blood ont of one's fingers, and froae yoor l^"9 
yon pat it ont of bed; — shall Z tell joo^ < nrf -deiir, 
that whta Fran^oise <»lled me, and said, -^F%kl«i^ 
caf^^ Mpnaiewr T^temaaaef htoez 2», UmBy- U 4ti «IMt 
ckaud** I felt myself, after imbibing the hot breakfart, 
so comfortable under three blankets and a Mackintosh, 
Ihat for at least a quarter of an hour no man ii Ba- 
rope could say whether Titmarsh would or would not 
be present at the burial of the Emperor Napoleon. 

Besides, my dear, the cold, there was another rea- 
son for doubting. Did the French nation, or did they 
not, intend to offer up some of us English over the 
imperial grave; and were the games to be condnded 
by a massacre? It was said in the newspapers that 
Lord Granville had despatched circulars to all the 
English resident in Paris, begging them to keep their 
houses. The French journals announced this news, 
and warned us charitably of the fate intended for us. 
Had Lord Granville written? — certainly not to me: 
or had he written to all except me? and was I the 
victim? — the doomed oxl^*^. — V,o \i^ %^vzied directly I 
isliowed my face in t\i^ CViasxi^^^l^^^'?^^ «cAl \Kst:^ \sl 
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pieces by French patriotism, to the frantic chorus of 
the Marseillaise? Depend on it, Madam, that high 
and low in this city on Tuesday were not altogether 
at their ease, and that the bravest felt no small tremour; 
and be sure of this, that as his Majesty Louis Philippe 
took his night-cap off his royal head that morninc^, 
lie prayed heartily that he might at night put it on in 
satety. 

Well, as my companion and I came out of doors, 
being bound for the church of the Invalides, for which 
a deputy had kindly furnished us with tickets, we saw 
the very prettiest sight of the whole day, and I ean*t 
lefrain from mentioning it to my dear, tender-hearted 
Miss Smith. 

In the same house where I live, (but about five 
stories nearer the ground,) lodges an English family, 
consisting of, 1. a great-grandmother, a hale hand- 
some old lady of seventy, the very best dressed and 
neatest old lady in Paris; 2. a grandfather and grand- 
mother, tolerably young to bear that title; 3. a daugh- 
ter; and 4. two little great-grand, or grand children, 
that may be of the age of three and one, and belong 
to a son and daughter who are in India. 

The grandfather, who is as proud of his wife as 
he was thirty years ago when he married, and pays 
her compliments stiU [twice or thrice in a day, and 
when he leads her into a room, looks round at the 
persons assembled, and says in his heart, "Here, gen- 
tlemen, here is my wife; show me such another wo- 
man in England!" this gentleman had hired a room 
on the Champs Jfclysees, for he would not have his 
wife catch cold by exposing her to the balconies in 
the open air. 
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When I came to the street I found the family as- 
sembled in the following order of march: — 

No. 1. The great-grandmother, walking daintfly along, rap- 
ported by No. 3, her granddaaghter. 

A nurse, carrying No. 4, janior, who was aoand aaleep; and a 
huge basket, containing saucepans, bottles of milk, parcels of in* 
fauf H food, certain dimity napkins, Ao.^ a ohild^s coral, and a Uttlt 
horse belonging to No. 4, senior. 

A servant, bearing a basket of condiments. 

No. 2. Grandfather, spick and span clean shaved, hat bniihed, 
wliite-buckskln gloves, bamboo cane, brown great coat, walking ai 
upright and solemn as may be, having his lady on his arm. 

No. 4, senior, with mottled leg^s and a tartan cofftnme, who wM 
frisking about between his grandfather's legs, who heartily wished 
him at home. 

"My dear," his face seemed to say to his lady, "1 
think you might have left the little things in the nur- 
sery, for we shall have to squeeze through a terrible 
crowd in the Champs !6lysees." 

The lady was going out for a day's pleasure, and 
licr face was full of care: she had to look first after 
her old mother, who wds walking a-head, then after 
No. 4, jnnior with the nurse, — he might fall into all 
sorts of danger, wake up, cry, catch cold, nurse might 
slip down, or Heaven knows what; then she had to 
look her husband in the face, who had gone to such 
expense and been so kind for her sake, and make that 
gentleman believe she was thoroughly happy; and fi- 
nally, she had to keep an eye upon No. 4, senior, who, 
as she was perfectly certain, was about in two ininutes 
to be lost for ever, or trampled to pieces in the 
crowd. 

These events took place in a quiet little street 
leading into the Champs Elysees, the entry of which 
we had almost reaclaed b^ l\i\^ time. The four de- 
tachments above descri\i^^, ^\i\^^^^^^^^^^^^-^^M^^S^'^ 
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little in their passage down the street, closed up at 
le end of it, and stood for a moment huddled toge^ier. 
b. 3, Miss X — , began speaking to her companion 
le great-grandmother. 

^^Hush, my dear," said the old lady, looking ronnd 
armed at her d^ghter; ''''apeak French!** — and she 
raightway began nervously to make a speech whieh 
le supposed to be in that language, but which was 
I much like French as Iroquois. The whole secret 
as out; you could read it in the grandmother's face, 
ho was doing all she could to keep from crying, and 
»oked as frightened as she dared to look. The two 
ider ladies had settled between them that there was 
oing to be a general English slaughter that day, and 
ad brought the children with them, so that they might 
U be murdered in company. 

God bless you, O women, moist-eyed and tender- 
learted! In those gentle, silly tears of yours, there is 
omething touches one, be they never so foolish. I 
on^t think there were many such natural drops shed 
iiat da^ as those which just made their appearance in 
le grandmother's eyes , and then went back again as 

they had been ashamed of themselves, while the 
ood lady and her little troop walked across the road. 
*hink how happy she will be when night comes, and 
lere has been no murder of English, and the brood 
I all nestled under her wings sound asleep, and she 
I lying awake, thanking God that the day and its 
leasures and pains are over. Whilst we were con- 
idering these things, the grandfather had suddenly 
levated No. 4, senior, upon his left shoulder, and I 
iw the tartan hat of that young gentleman and the 
uaboo cane which had been transierr^^ lo\ivav^\jM^ 
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over the heads of the crowd on the opposite side, 
through which the party moved. 

After this little procession had passed away, — 
you may laugh at it, but upon my word and conscience, 
Miss Smith, I saw nothing in the coarse of the day 
which afTected me more, — after tliis little procession 
had passed away, the other came, accompanied by 
gun -banging, flag-waving, incense-burning, ti-umpets- 
pealing, drums-rolling, and at the close, received by 
the voice of six hundred choristers sweetly modulated 
to the tones of fifteen score of fiddlers. There yon 
saw horse and foot, jack-boots and bear-skin, cuirass 
and bayonet, national guards and line, marshals and 
generals all over gold, smart aides-de-camp galloping 
about like mad, and high in the midst of all, riding on 
his golden buckler, Solomon in all his glory forsooth, 
imperial Caesar, with his crown over his head, laurels 
and standards waving about his gorgeous chariot, and 
a million of people looking on in wonder and awe. 

His Majesty, the Emperor and King, reclined on 
his shield, with liis head a little elevated. His Majesty's 
sknll is voluminous * — his forehead broad and large. 

* La tfite, un pcu (^Icvec, rci)()sait sur un coussin; le crane volumineux. 
le front haut et larjre, se pre'sentaient converts do teguments jaunntres, daw 
ot trt?s-a(lh(^rcntrt. Tel paraissait aussi le contour des orbites, dont le bord 
superieur dtait garni de sourcils. Sous les paupibres se dessinaicnt les 
globes oculaires, qui avaiont perdu pen de chose do leur volume ct de leur 
forme. Ces paupibres, complbteinent ferme'es, adheraient aux parties sous- 
jaPonteH, ct se pr(?scntaient dures sous la jiression des doigts; quelques 
oils se voyaient encore a leur bord libre. Les os propres du nez et les tc^pii- 
nients rjui les couvrent (?taient bien conserves, le tube et les ailes seals 
uvaicnt souffert. Les joues etaient boufties; les teguments de cettc partie 
<le la face se faisaient remaniuer par leur toucher doux, souple et leur cou- 
k'ur blanche; eeux du nienton (Etaient l^gbrement bicu&tres: ils emprun- 
tuiont cette teinte a \a V)aY\^e. c\v\v ¥.<iTw\i\a.vt. avoir \)ousse' aprbs la mort. Quant 
uu mcnton lui-mf'me, i\ n'offtaLVV \>o\xv\. OC aVt^^aXXsm ^\. ^^wv^^xvialvx. ^acL-tore cc 
tyiw ])ropre u la tiguris OLvi "S^ai[>oV<Sotv. \it%\>iNv^* waTvasXa?. ^^»^&v^.<s.^i•w^^««>\ 
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fVe remarked that his Imperial Majesty's brow was of 
I yellowish colour, which appearance was also visible 
ibont the orbits of the eyes. He kept his eyelids 
constantly closed, by which we had the opportunity of 
observing that the upper lids were garnished with 
ejrelashes. Years and climate have effected upon the 
bee of this great monarch only a trifling alteration, — 
we may say, indeed, that time has touched his Impe- 
rial and Royal Majesty with the lightest feather in his 
wing. In the nose of the Conqueror of Austerlitz, we 
ronarked very little alteration, — it is of the beautiful 
diape which we remember it possessed five-and-twenty 
3rears since, ere unfortunate circumstances induced him 
to leave us for awhile. The nostril and the tube of 
the nose appears to have undergone some slight alte- 
ntion; but in examining a beloved object, the eye of 
affection is perhaps too critical. Vive TEmpereur! the 



troif dents Incisives extr£mement blanches se voyaicnt sods la l^vre sup^* 
rieore, qai ^tait un pea relev^e k gauche. Les mains ne laissaient rien k 
d^irer; nulle part la plus l^g^re alteration. Si les articulations avaient 
perdu leurs mouvements , la pcau scmblait avoir conserve cctte couleur 
INtrtleiili^re qui n'f^partient qn'k ce qui a vie. Les doigts portaient dea 
ooglea longs, adherents et tr^s-blancs. Les jambes ^talent renfcrm^es dans 
lei bottes, mais, par suite de la rupture des filn, les quatre demiers orteils 
d^passaient de chaquc cdtd. La pcau dc ces orteils ^tait d*un blanc mat et 
gunie d'ongles. La region ant^rieure du thorax ^tait fortemcnt ddprimde 
dms la partie moyenne, les parois du ventre dures et affaiss^cs. Les 
membres paraissaient avoir conserved leurs formes sous les vdtements, qui 
les convraient; j*al press^ Ic bras gauche, il ^tait dur et avait diminu^ de 
rolume. Quant aux vdtements, ils se pr^scntaient avcc leurs ooulours : ainsi 
on reeonnaissait parfaitement Tuniforme des chasseurs k cheval de la vieille 
;arde an vert fonc^ de Thabit, an rouge vif des parements ; lo grand cordon 
le la Legion d'honneur se dessinant sur le gilet, et la culotte blanche cach^e 
in partie par le petit ohapeau qui reposait sur los cuisses. Les Epaulettes, 
a plaque et les deux decorations attachdes sur la poitrine, n*avaient plus 
ear brilliant : elles ^talent noircies ; la couronne d'or de la croix d'officier 
le iM-ltSglon d'boaneur aeule avait conserve son Eclat. — Doctor Guillard's 
ccotmt of the Ea^umation. 
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soldier of Marengo is among us again. His lips an 
thinner perhaps than ihey were before; — how whito 
his teeth are! — you can just see three of them press- 
ing his under lip, and pray remark the fulness of hii 
cheeks, and the round contour of his chin. Oh, thoM 
beautiful white hands! Many a time have they pattei 
the cheek of poor Josephine, and played with the blsflk 
ringlets of her hair. She is dead now and cold, poor 
creature; and so are Hortense and bold Eugene — 
"than whoin the world ne'er saw a curtier knif^'* 
as was said of King Arthur's Sir Lancelot What t 
day would it have been for these three, could they bal 
have lived until now, and seen their hero retonungl 
Where 's Ney? ffis wife sits looking out from M. Fl»- 
haut's window yonder, but the bravest of the brave 
is not with her. Murat, too, is absent: honest Joachim 
loves the Emperor at heart, and repents that he was 
not a Waterloo. Who knows but that at the sight of 
the handsome swordsman those stubborn English 
"canaille" would have given way? — a king. Sire, is, 
you know, the greatest of slaves — state afifairs of 
consequence — his Majesty the King of Naples is de- 
tained, no doubt. When we last saw the king, however, 
and his Highness the Prince of Elchingen, they looked 
to have as good health as ever they had in their lives; 
and we heard each of them calmly calling out "^re/** 
as they have done in numberless battles before. 

Is it possible? Can the Emperor forget? We don't 
like to break it to him; but has he forgotten all about 
the farm at Pizzo, and the garden of the Observatory? 
Yes, truly; there he lies on the golden shield, never 
stirnngj never so mucli aa Ultiug his eyelids, or open- 
ing his lips any wider. 



THE FUNSBAL CEREMONY. 285 

vamtas vanitatum! Here is our sovereign in all 
glory; and they fired a thousand guns at Cherbourg, 
. never awoke him! 

However, we are advancing matters by several 
urs, and you must give ju«t as much credence as 

1 please to the subjoined remarks concerning the 
cession, — seeing that your humble servant could 
possibly be present at it, being bound for the church 
rwhere. 

Programmes, however, have been published of the 
lir; and your vivid fancy will not fail to give life 
them, and the whole magnificent train will pass be- 
e you. 



Fancy, then, that the gnns are fired at Nenilly, the body landed 
at day-break from the funeral barge, and transferred to the car; 
and fancy the car, a huge Juggernaut of a machine, rolling on four 
wheels of an antique shape, which supported a basement adorned 
with golden eagles, banners, laurels, and velvet hangings; above 
the hanging^ stand twelve golden statues, with raised arms sup- 
porting a huge shield on which the coffin lay. On the coffin was 
the imperial crown, covered with violet velvet crape; and the 
whole vast machine was drawn by horses in superb housings, led 
by valets in the imperial livery. 

Fancy, at the head of the procession, first of all. 

The Gendarmerie of the Seine, with their trumpets and 

colonel. 
The Municipal Guard (horse), with their trumpets, standard, 

and colonel. 
Two squadrons of the 7th Lancers, with colonel, standard, 

. and music. 
The Commandant of Paris and his staff. 
A battalion of infantry of the line, with their flag, sappers, 

drums, music, and colonel. 
The Municipal Guard (foot), with flag, drams, and colonel. 
The Sapper-pumpers, with ditto. 
Then picture to yourself more squadrons of lancers and cuiras- 
siers, the General of the Division and his staff, all officers of all 
arms, employed at Paris, and unattached, the Military School of St. 
Cyr, the Polytechnic School, the School of the fctat-Ma4ot> and the 
profcasora and aUff of each. Go on ima^VTi^ mot^ Xi^MwiXVyoSi ^1 
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The cords of the pall are held by two Marshall 
an Admiral , and General Bertrand, 
•who are followed by 
The Prefects of the Seine and Police, Ac, 
The Mayors of Paris, &c. 
The Members of the Old Quard, &c. 
A squadron of light dragoons, Ac. 
Lieutenant-General Schneider, &c, 
ifore CAvalry, more infantry, more artillery, more everybody ; and as the 
procession passes, the line and the National Guard, forming line 
on each side of the road, fall in and follow it, until 
it arrives at the Church of the Invalides, 
where the last honours are to 
be paid to it. 

Among the company assembled under the dome of 
that edifice, flie casual observer would not, perhaps, 
bave remarked a gentleman of the name of Michael 
Angelo Titmarsh, who, nevertheless, was there. But 
ei8, my dear Miss Smith, the descriptions in this letter, 
brom the words in page 282, line 3, ^^ After this little 
procession had passed away<!^ up to the words *'*'paid to 
U^" in the last period, have purely emanated from your 
obedient servant's fancy, and not from his personal ob- 
servation (for no being on earth, except a newspaper 
reporter, can be in two places at once), permit me now 
to communicate to you what little circumstances fell 
under my own particular view on the day of the 16th 
of December. 

As we came out, the air and the buildings round 
about were tinged with purple, and the clear sharp 
half-moon before mentioned was still in the sky, where 
it seemed to be lingering as if it would catch a peep 
of the commencement of the famous procession. 

The Arc de Triomphe was shining in a keen frosty 
sunshine, and looking as clean and rosy as if it had 
just made its toilette; the canvass or pasteboard image 
o/ Napoleon f of which only ttxe gM^^ \&%% V^^ V^-'^jl 
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ended the night previous, was now visible, body, hei 
crown, sceptre, and all, and made an imposing sho 
Long gilt banners were flaunting about with the imj 
rial ciphers and eagle, and the names of the battj 
and victories glittering in gold. The long avenues 
the Champs illy sees had been covered with sand, i 
the convenience of the great procession that was 
tramp across it that day. Hundreds of people we 
marching to and fro, laughing, chattering, singing, g€ 
ticulating, as happy Frenchmen do — there is i 
pleasanter sight than a French crowd on the alert i 
a festival, and nothing more catching than their go< 
humour. As for the notion which has ,been put fo 
ward by some of the opposition newspapers, that ti 
populace were on this occasion unusually solemn ai 
sentimental, it would be paying a bad compliment 
the natural gaiety of the nation to say that it was, ( 
the morning, at least, of thel5th of December, affects 
in any such absurd way. Itinerant merchants we 
shouting out lustily their commodities of segars ai 
brandy, and the weather was so bitter cold that th 
could not fail to find plenty of customers. Carpente 
and workmen were still making a huge banging a: 
clattering among the sheds which were built for t 
accommodation of the visitors; some of these she 
were hung with black, such as one sees before churct 
in funerals; some were robed in violet, in complimc 
to the Emperor, whose mourning they put on; mc 
of them had fine tricolor hangings, with approprii 
inscriptions to the glory of the French arms. 

All along the Champs £lysees were urns of plasi 

o/ Paris, destined to eoii\-e[va.\\3LXv^T^YciRA\v9>e and flam 

columns decorated ml\i \i\x^^ ^^%^ ^V ^>\sx^., x^^^ ^ 
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white, embroidered with shining crowns, eagles, and 
N's, in gilt paper; and statues of plaster representing 
DTinphs, triumphs, victories, and other female per- 
sonages painted in oil so as to represent marble; real 
marble could have had no better effect, and the ap- 
pearance of the whole was lively and picturesque in 
the extreme. On each pillar was a buckler of the 
colcmr of bronze, bearing the name and date of a battle 
in gilt letters; you had to walk through a mile long 
avenue of these glorious reminiscences, telling of spots 
where, in the great imperial days, throats had been 
Tictorionsly cut. 

As we passed down the avenue, several troops of 
soldiers met us, *— - the garde municipale k cheval, in 
brass helmets, and shining jack-boots, noble looking 
men, large on large horses, the pick of the whole 
army, as I have heard, and armed for the special oc- 
capation of peace-keeping, — not the most glorious, 
but the best part of the soldier's duty, as I fancy. 
Then came a regiment of carabineers, one of infantry, 
little, alert, brown-faced, good-humoured men, their 
band, at their head, playing sounding marches; these 
were followed by a regiment, a detachment of the mu- 
nicipals, on foot, two or three inches taller than the 
men of the line, and conspicuous for their neatness 
and discipline. By and by came a squadron or so of 
dragoons of the national guards ; they are covered with 
straps, buckles, aiguillettes, and cartouche-boxes, and 
made, under their tricolor cock's-plumes, a show suf- 
ficiently warlike. The point which chiefly struck me 
on beholding these military men of the national guard 
and the line was, the admirable manner in which they 
bore a cold that seemed to me as sharp as the weather 

Thackeray* VUI. 19 
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in the RaMian retreat,. throng. wiiich oolA'tlie trooff 
were trotting withoat trembling, and in 4be uteiii^ 
oheerfdlnesB and good-hnmour. An aide-de-CiiBp gpjk 
loped paat in wlute pantaloons, — bjr keavene, it loajjf 
me shudder to look at him! 

With this profound reflection we tamed awajr tf 
the right, across the hanging- bridge^ (where we aiit 
a detachment of young men of the Awle 6b Ai^ 
Major, fine looking lads, but sadly disfigured by.Af 
wearing of stays or belts, that make the waists of ttl 
French dandies of a most absurd tenuity,) and a§mr 
dily passed into the avenue of statues, loading ?9 
to the Invalides. All these were statues of winaon 
from Ney to Charlemagne, modelled in clay i<or ftf 
nonce, and placed here to meet the corpse crf.dM 
greatest warrior of all. Passing these, we had to wilk 
to a little door at the back of the Invalides, where wai 
a crowd of persons plunged in the deepest mourning) 
and pushing for places in the cliapel within. 

The chapel is spacious, and of no great architectural 
pretensions, but was, on this occasion, gorgeously de- 
corated in honour of the great person to whose body 
it was about to give shelter. 

We had arrived at nine; the ceremony was not to 
begin they said till two; we had five hours before us 
to see all that from our places could be seen. 

We saw that the roof, up to the first lines of ar 
chitecture, was hung with violet; beyond this wit! 
black. We saw N's, eagles, bees, laurel wreaths, anc 
other such imperial emblems, adorning every nook anc 
corner of the edifice. Between the arches on each sid( 
of the aisle were pwnte^ \xci^>Qi^'a» ^ on which wer« 
written the names ol Bomft ol^«^^Afta\3L\^%^a>»K5ia.^«> 
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of their principal deeds of arms, — and not their deeds 
of arms alone, pardi^ but their coats of arms too. O, 
stars and garters, but this is too much! what was 
Nej's paternal coat, prithee? a honest Junot's quar- 
terings, or the venerable escutcheon of Eling Joachim's 
father the innkeeper? 

You and I, dear Miss Smith, know the exact value 
of heraldic bearings, — we know that, though the 
greatest pleasure of all is to act like a gentleman, it is 
a pleasure, nay, a merit, to he one; to come of an old 
stock, to have an honourable predigrcc, to be able to 
say tiiat centuries back our fathers had gentle blood, 
and to us transmitted the same. There is a good in 
gentility; the man who questions it is envious, or a 
coarse dullard not able to perceive the difference be- 
tween high breeding and low; one has in the same way 
heard a man brag that he did not know the difference 
between wines, not he, — give him a good glass of 
port, and he would pitch all your claret to the deuce. 
My love, men often brag about their own dulncss in 
this way. 

In the matter of gentleman democrats, cry pshaw! 
Give us one of nature's gentlemen, and hang your 
aristocrats! And so, indeed, nature does make some 
gentlemen, — a few here and there. But art makes 
most. Good birth, that is, good, handsome, well- 
formed fathers and mothers, nice cleanly nursery maids, 
good meals, good physicians, good education, few 
cares, pleasant easy habits of life, and luxuries not too 
great or enervating, but only refining, — a course of 
these going on for a few generations are the best gen- 
tleman-makers in the world, and beat nature hollow. 

Iff respected Madam, you Bay tWl \Jcv^^^ \% ^'^xjasr 
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thing better than gentilitj in this wicked world, airi 
that honesty and personal worth are more valaabk 
than all the politeness and high-breeding that enf 
wore red-heeled pumps, knight's spurs, or Hoby^ 
boots, Titmarsh, for one, is never going to say yoi 
nay. If you even go so far as to say that the rerj 
existence of this super-genteel society among us, from 
the slavish respect that we pay to it, from the dastard 
ly manner in which we attempt to imitate its airs and 
ape its vices, goes far to destroy honesty of inter- 
course, to make us meanly ashamed of our natord 
affections and honest harmless usages , and so does • 
great deal more harm than it can possibly do good hj 
its example, — perhaps, Madam, you speak with some 
sort of reason. Potato myself, I can't help seeiog 
that the tulip yonder has the best place in the garden, 
and the most sunshine, and the most water, and, (not 
liking him over well,) the best tending; but I can*! 
help acknowledging that nature has given him a mndi 
liner dress than ever I can hope to have, and of this, 
at least, must give him the benefit. 

Or say we are so many cocks and hens, my dear, 
{sans arriere pensee^) with our crops pretty fall, our 
plumes pretty sleek, decent picking here and therein 
the straw-yard, and tolerable snug roosting in the 
barn. Yonder, on the terrace, in the sun, walks pea- 
cock, stretching his proud neck, squeeling every now 
and then in the most pert, fashionable voice, and 
flaunting his great, supercilious, dandified tail. Don't 
let us be too angry, my dear, with the useless, haughty, 
insolent creature because he despises us. Something is 
there about peacock \\\a\. -w^ d^w't ^osBess. Staraio 
your npck ever bo, yow ewv'i xsi^^ ^2^ ^Vi\ss^^^'<ft. 
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blue as his; cock your tail as much as you please, and 
it will nefver be half so fine to look at. But the most 
absurd, disgusting, contemptible sight in the world 
would you and I be, leaving the barn door for my 
lady's- fiower garden, forsaking our natural sturdy 
walk for the peacock's genteel, rickety stride, and 
adopting the squeak of his voice in the place of our 
gallant, lusty cockadoodledooing. 

Do you take the allegory? I love to speak in 
such; and the above types have been presented to n^y 
mind while sitting opposite a gimcrack coat of arms 
and coronet that are painted in the Invalides' church, 
and assigned to one of the Emperor's generals. 

Ventrebleu^ Madam! what need have they of coats 
of arms and coronets, and wretched imitations of old, 
' exploded, aristocratic gewgaws, that they had fiung 
out of the country, with the heads of the owners in 
them sometimes, — for, indeed, they were not parti- 
colar, — a score of years before? What business, 
forsooth, had they to be meddling with gentility, and 
aping its ways, who had courage, merit, daring, 
genius sometimes, and a pride of their own to sup- 
port, if proud they were inclined to be? A clever 
yoong man, (who was not of a high family himself, 
bat had been bred up genteelly at Eton and the uni- 
versity,) young Mr. George Canning, at the commence- 
ment of the French revolution, sneered at "Roland 
the Just with ribbons in his shoes;" and the dandies, 
who then wore buckles, voted the sarcasm monstrous 
killing. It was a joke, my dear, worthy of a lackey, 
or of a silly, smart pai^venu, not knowing the society 
into which his luck had cast him, (God bless him! in 
later jrears they taught him what tke^ N«ct^^^) wAVkcl- 
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eying in his silly intoxication that simplicity was ludi- 
crous, and fashion respectable. See, now, fifty yean 
are gone, and where are shoe-buckles? Extinct, de- 
funct, kicked into the irrevocable past off the toes d 
all Europe! 

How fatal to the parvenu throughout history has 
been this respect for shoe-buckles! Where, for InstanQe, 
would the empire of Napoleon have been, if Ney and 
Lannes had never sported such a thing as a coat (A 
arms, and had only written their simple names on 
their shields, after the fashion of Desaix*s scutdieon 
yonder? The bold republican who led the crowning 
charge at Marengo, and sent the best blood of the holy 
Roman empire to the right-about, died before the 
wretched, misbegotten, imperial heraldry was bom that 
was to prove so fatal to the father of it. It ha« 
always been so; they won't amalgamate. A country 
must be governed by the one principle or the other; 
but give in a republic an aristocracy ever so little 
chance, and it works, and plots, and sneaks, and bul- 
lies, and sneers itself into place, and you find demo- 
cracy out of doors. Is it good that the aristocracy 
should so triumph? That is a question that you may 
settle according to your own notions and taste; and, 
permit me to say, I do not care two-pence how you 
settle it. Large books have been written upon the 
subject in a variety of languages, and coming to a 
variety of conclusions. Great statesmen are there in 
our country, from Lord Londonderry down to Mr. 
Vincent, each in his degree maintaining his different 
opinion. But here, in the matter of Napoleon, is a 
simple fact: he iounde^ «l ^t^^V.^ ^qyvous.^ strong, 
jpotent republic, able to co^^^ V\\Xv \\v^\i^^\.«:waXsi^\:^R>^ 
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n the world, and perhaps to beat them all; he converts 
is republic into a monarchy, and surrounds his mo- 
archy with what he calls aristocratic institutions, — 
nd yon know what becomes of him. The people 
stranged, the aristocracy faithless, (when did they 
ver pardon one who was not of themselves?) the im- 
»erial fabric tumbles to the ground. If it teaches 
lOthing else, my dear, it teaches one a great point of 
lolicy, — namely, to stick by one's party. 

While these thoughts, (and sundry others relative 
the horrible cold of the place, the intense dulness 
•f delay 9 the stupidity of leaving a warm bed and a 
>reakfast in order to witness a procession that is much 
«tter performed at a theatre,) — while these thoughts 
^ere passing in the mind, the church began to fill 
pace, and you saw that the hour of the ceremony 
ras drawing near. 

Imprimis came men with lighted staves, and set 
ire to at least ten thousand of wax candles that were 
langing in brilliant chandeliers in various parts of the 
hapel. Curtains were dropped over the upper win- 
iows as these illuminations were effected, and the 
faiirch was left only to the funereal light of the sper- 
laceti. To the right was the dome, round the cavity 
f which sparkling lamps were set that designed the 
hape of it brilliantly against the darkness. In the 
lidst, and where the altar used to stand, rose the ca- 
sifalque. And why not? Who is god here but Na- 
oleon? and in him the sceptics have already ceased 
3 believe, but the people does still somewhat. He 
nd Louis XIV. ^divide the worship of the place be- 
wreen them. 

As for the catafalque, the beat ftv^l 1 ^I'axv %^^ lo^: 
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it is Iliat it is really a noble and impoaing-loi 
edifice, with lull pillars supporting a grand dome, 
iQDiitnerable esculcheoas, standards, and allui 
military and funereal; a great eagle, of course, 
the whole; tripods burning spirits of wine aland i 
ihis kind ot dead-man's throne, and, as we saw ii 
peering over the beads of our neighbours in the 
rank,) it looked, in the midst of the black coe 
and under the effect of halt-a- thousand flashing i 
li<;hts, properly grand and tall. The effect c 
whole chapel, however, (to speak the jargon c 
painting-room,) was spoiled by being cut up; 
were loo many objects for the eye to rest upon, 
ten thousand was candles, for instance, in their 
berless twinkling chandeliers, the raw tranthant cc 
of the new banners, wreaths, beea, N'e, and 
cmbiems, dotting the place all over, and incesi 
puzzling. Of rather hoihering, the beholder. 

High over head, in a sort of mist, with (he 
of their original colours worn down by dust uid 
hniag long rows of dim, ghostly -looking start 
capturad in old days from the enemy. They v^t 
thought, the best and most solemn part of the el 

To suppose that the people were bound ■ 
solemn during this ceremony is to exact from 
something quite needless and unnatural. The 
fact of a squeeze dissipates all solemnity. One 
crowd is always , as I imagine , pretty muct 
another: in the course of the last few years I 
seen three; that attending the coronation of our pi 
sovereign, that which went to see Coui^oisier hs 
aad this which witnessed Vhe Naijoleon ceremony 
people BO assembled lit \iWi« \a%«4i.«t wra, '^ 
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rather than solemn, seeking to pass away the weary 
time with the hest amusements that will offer. There 
was, to be sure, in all the scenes above alluded to, 
just one moment — one particular moment — when the 
universcd people feels a shock, and is for that second 
serious. 

But except for that second of time^ I declare I saw 
no seriousness here beyond that of ennui. The church 
began to fill with personages of all ranks and con« 
ditions. First, opposite our seats, came a company 
of fat grenadiers of the National Guard, who presently, 
at the word of command, put their muskets down 
against benches and wainscots, until the arrival of the 
procession. 

For seven hours these men formed the object of 
the most anxious solicitude of all the ladies and gen- 
tlemen seated on our benches. They began to stamp 
their feet, for the cold was atrocious, and we were 
frozen where we sate. Some of them fell to blowing 
their fingers, one executed a kind of dance, such as 
one sees often here in cold weather: the individual 
jumps repeatedly upon one leg and kicks out the other 
violently, meanwhile his hands are flapping across his 
chest. Some fellows opened their cartouche -boxes, 
and from them drew eatables of various kinds. You 
can't think how curious we were to know the qualities 
of the same. "7Yew5, ce gros qui mange une cuisse de 
voUnlle!" — "/Z a du jambon^ celui la" "I should like 
some too," growls an Englishman, "for I hadn't a 
morsel of breakfast," and so on. This is the way, my 
dear, that we see Napoleon buried. 

Did you ever see a chicken escape from clown, in 
» pantoaume, tmd bop over into t\ie ^it^ ox ^\svo\i^\» 
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die flddlen? and have yov not heaard the ^jhnekt m 
eathuBiastio laa^ter that 'flie wondrous incident oeea*': 
aions? We had oar chkikeBi of conrae; there nevermi 
a pnblie crowd without one. A poor nnhiq^pjr irmmBr,' 
in a greJMy plaid-cloak, with a battered, roae-coleinei 
plush bonnet, was seen taking her place among 'tJMi 
stalls allotted to the grandees. ^^V&ifm dmw FJngtaki;,'' 
said eveiybodj, and it was too tnie. Ton eoold swesi 
that the wretdi was am Englishwoman, — a boimet wu 
nerer made or w<mi- so in anj other conntij. 15^1 
an hour's delightfdl amusement did this lady give vf 
all: she was whisked from seat to seat by the faoissinl) 
and at evexy change of place woke a peal of laaj^taK 
I was glad, however, at the end of the day, to see fhs 
old pink bonnet oyer a very comfortable Mat,' whid 
somebody had not claimed, and she had kept 

Are not these remarkable incidents? The next wonder 
we saw was the arrival of a set of tottering old in- 
valids, who took their places under us, with drawn 
sabres. Then came a superb drum-major, a handsoine, 
smiling, good-humoured giant of a man, his breeches 
astonishingly embroidered with silver lace. Him a 
dozen little drummer-boys followed. "The little dar- 
lings!" all the ladies cried out in a breath: they were, 
indeed, pretty little fellows, and came and stood close 
under us; the huge drum -major smiled over his little 
red -capped flock, and for many hours, in the most 
perfect contentment, twiddled his moustachios, and 
played with the tassels of his cane. 

Now the company began to arrive thicker and 
thicker. A whole covey ol ccmseillwe d^^tca came in, 
in blue coats, embroidered m^\AnL^ «®i^\^S&s8ft.^3s^ 
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crowd of lawyers, in toques and caps, among whom 
were sundry venerable judges, in scarlet, purple velvet, 
and ermine — a kind of Bajazet costume. Look there! 
there is the Turkish ambassador, in his red cap, turn- 
ing his solemn brown face about, and looking preter- 
naturally wise. The Deputies walk in in a body. 
Gnizot is not there; he passed by just now, in fuU 
ministerial costume. Presently, little Thiers saunters 
back. What a clear, broad, sharp-eyed face the feUow 
has, with his grey hair cut down so demure! A servant 
passes, pushing through the crowd a shabby wheel- 
chair. It has just brought old Monkey, the Governor 
of the Invalids, the honest old man who defended 
Paris so stoutly in 1814. He bas been very ill, and 
is. worn down almost by infirmities; but in his illness 
he was perpetually asking — "Doctor, shall I live till 
the 15th? Give me till then, and I die contented." 
One can't help believing that the old man*s wish is 
honest, however one may doubt the piety of another 
illustrious marshal who once carried a candle before 
Charles X., in a procession, and has been this morn- 
ing to NeuiUy, to kneel and pray at the foot of Na- 
poleon's coffin. He might have said his prayers at 
home, to be sure; but don't let us ask too much; that 
kind of reserve is not a Frenchman's characteristic. 

Bang, bang! At about half- past two a dull sound 
of cannonading was heard without the church, and 
signals took place between the commandant of the In- 
valids, of the National Guards, and the big drum- 
major. Looking to their troop, (the fat nationals 
were shufiling into line again,) the two commandants 
uttered, as nearly as I could catch them, the following 
words: — • 
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'^Harrum — Hump!" 

At once all the national bajoneta were on the 
present, and the sabres of the old invalids up. Th» 
big drum -major looked round at the children, who 
began very slowly and solemnly on their drums, nib- 
dub -dub — rub -dub -dub — (count two between each) 
— rub -dub -dub; and a great procession of priests 
came down from the altar. 

First, there was a tall, handsome cross -bearer, 
bearing a long gold cross , of which the front was 
turned towards his grace the archbishop. Then came 
a double row of about sixteen incense -boys, dressed 
in white surplices: the first boy about six years old, 
the last with whiskers and of the height of man. Then 
followed a regiment of priests , in black tippets and 
white gowns; they had black hoods, like the moon 
when she is at her third quarter, wherewith those 
who were bald (many were , and fat too) covered 
themselves. All the reverend men held their heads 
meekly down , and affected to be reading in theii 
breviaries. 

After the priests came some bishops of the neigh- 
bouring districts , in purple, with crosses sparkling oi 
their episcopal bosoms. 

Then came, after more priests, a set of men when 
I have never seen before — a kind of ghostly heralds 
young and handsome men some of them, in stiff ta- 
bards of black and silver, their eyes to the ground 
their hands placed at right angles with their chests. 

Then came two gentlemen bearing remarkable tal 

candlesticks with candles of corresponding size. On< 

was burning brightly , Wt W^ >N\\i^ (tVvat chartered li 

her tine) had blown oul t\i^ oVV^^x ., ^\^0a- T^L^e^^-iSiii^^ 
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kept its place in the procession. I wondered to myself 
whether the rev. gent, who carried the extinguished 
candle felt disgust^, humiliated, mortified, perfectly 
coDScions that the eyes of many thousands of people 
were bent upon that bit of refractory wax. We all of 
us looked at it with intense interest. 

Another cross-bearer, behind whom came a gentle- 
man carrying an instrument like a bed-room candle- 
stick. 

"Hla Grandeur Monseigneur Afire, Archbishop of 
Paris — he was in black and white, his eyes were 
cast to the earth, his hands were together at right 
angles on his chest, on his hands were black gloves, 
on the black gloves sparkled the sacred episcopal — ^what 
do I say? — archiepiscopal ring. On his head was the 
mitre. It is unlike the godly coronet that figures upon the 
ooach-pannels of our own right reverend bench. The 
archbishop's mitre may be about a yard high, formed 
within probably of consecrated pasteboard; it is with- 
out covered by a sort of watered silk of white and 
silver. On the two peaks at the top of the mitre are 
two very little spangled tassels that frisk and twinkle 
about in a very agreeable manner. 

Monseigneur stood opposite to us for some time, 
when I had the opportunity to note the above re- 
markable phenomena. He stood opposite me for some 
time, keeping his eyes steadily on the ground, his 
hands before him, a small clerical train following after. 
Why didn't they move? There was the National 
Guard keeping on presenting arms, the little drum- 
mers going on rub-dub-dub — rub-dub-dub — in the 
Muae steady slow way, and t\xe "pio^^^Aoii \3«n«t 
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moTed an indi — tliero was evidai%^ to ise ao ob^ 
gant phrase I a hiteh somewhere. 

(Enter a fat priest, who bnstles up to tlie dram' 
nuQor.) 

Pat Pbibst. — Taises vous. 

Little Dbumkebb. — Btib-dnb-dab — mb-ddb^ddli 
-** mb-dub^dnby <&c. 

Dbch-Majob* — Qn'est ce done? 

Fat Priest. — Taisez-vons, vous dis-je, ce n'eflt 
pas le corps. II n'arrivera pas poor nne heore. 

The little drains were instantly hushed, the pxo^ 
cession turned to the right about, and walked back to 
the altar again, the blown-out candle that had beep oii 
the near side of us before was now on the off side) 
the National Ghiards set down their muskets and began 
at the sandwiches again. We had to wait an hour 
and a half at least before the great procession arrived. 
The giins without went on booming all the while at 
intervals; and as we heard each, the audience gave a 
kind of ^^ah-ak-ahr' such as you hear when the 
rockets go up at Vauxhall. 

At last the real procession came. 

Then the drums began to beat as formerly, the 
Nationals to get under arms, the clergymen were sent 
for, and went, and presently — yes, there was the tall 
cross-bearer at the head of the procession, and they 
came hack! 

They chanted something in a weak, snuffling, lu- 
gubrious manner, to the melancholy bray of a ser- 
pent. 

Crash! however, "MLt, "R^Xieti^^ wjA the fiddlers in 
^he organ -lolt pealed out ^ yi'iX^ ^tor^ \sas5^^ n^^^ 
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atopped the reverend gentlemen; and in the midst of 
this music, 

And of a great trampling of feet and clattering, 

And of a great crowd of generals and officers in 
fine clothes, 

With the Prince de Joinville marching quickly at 
the head of the procession. 

And while everybody's heart was thumping as 
hard as possible. 

Napoleon's coffin passed. 

It was done in an instant. A box, covered with a 
great red cross — a dingy-looking crown lying on the 
top of it — seamen on one side, and invalids on the 
other; they had passed in an instant and were up the 
aisle. 

A faint snuffiing sound as before was heard from 
the officiating priests, but we knew of nothing more. 
It is said that old Louis Philippe was standing at the 
catafalque, whither the Prince de Joinville advanced, 
and said, "Sire, I bring you the body of the Emperor 
Napoleon." 

Louis Philippe answered, "I receive it in the name 
of France." Bertrand put on the body the most glo- 
rious, victorious sword that ever has been forged since 
the apt descendants of the first murderer learned how 
to hammer steel, and the coffin was placed in the 
temple prepared for it. 

The six hundred singers and the fiddlers now com- 
menced the playing and singing of a piece of music; 
and a part of the crew of the Belle Poule skipped 
into the places that had been kept for them under us, 
and listened to the music, chewing tobe^^^iQ* '^V^'^ 
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the actors and fiddlers were going on, most of the 
spirits- of -wine lamps or altars went out. 

When we arrived in the open air, we passed 
through the court of the Invidids, where thousands of 
people had been assembled, but where the benchei 
were now quite bare. Then we came on to the ter- 
race before the place: the old soldiers were firing off 
the great guns, which made a dreadful stunning noise, 
and frightened some of us, who did not care to pass 
before the cannon and be knocked down even by the 
wadding. The guns were fired in honour of the 
king, who was going home by a back door. All the 
forty thousand people who covered the great stands 
before the Hotel had gone away too. The imperial 
barge had been dragged up the river, and was lying 
lonely along the quay, examined by some few shiver- 
ing people on the shore. 

It was five o'clock when we reached home; the 
stars were shining keenly out of the frosty sky, and 
Fran^oise told me that dinner was just ready. 

In this manner, my dear Miss Smith, the great Na- 
poleon was buried. Farewell. 



THE END. 
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PART I. 

At Paris, hard by the Maine barriers, 

Whoever will choose to repair, 
'Midst a dozen of wooden-legged warriors, 

May haply fall in with old Pierre. 
On the sunshiny bench of a tavern, 

He sits and he prates of old wars; 
And moistens his pipe of tobacco 

With a drink that is named after Mars. 

The beer makes his tongue run the quicker. 

And as long as his tap never fails. 
Thus over his favourite liquor 

Old Peter will tell his old tales. 
Says he, "In my life's ninety summers, 

Strange changes and chances I 've seen, - 
So here 's to all gentlemen drummers 

That ever have thumped on a skin. 

Brought up in the art military 

For four generations we are; 
My ancestors drummed for King Harry^ 

The Huguenot lad of Navarre. 
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And as each man in life has his station 

According as Fortune may fix, 
While Cond6 was waving the baton, 

My grandsire was trolling the sticklB. 

Ahl those were the days for commaiidersi 

What glories my grandfather won, 
Ere bigots, and laddes, and panders 

The fortunes of France had undone. 
In Germany, Flanders, and Holland, — 

What foeman resisted as then? 
No; my grandsire was ever yictorious. 

My grandsire and Monsienr Tarenne. 

He died, and our noble battalions 

The jade, fickle Fortune, forsook; 
And at Blenheim, in spite of our valiance, 

The victory lay with Malbrook. 
The news it was brought to King Louis; 

Corbleu! how his majesty swore, 
When he heard they had taken my grandsire: 

And twelve thousand gentlemen morel 

At Namur, Ramilies, and Malplaquet 

Were we posted, on plain or in trench, 
Malbrook only need to attack it, 

And away from him scampered we French. 
Cheer up! 't is no use to be glum, boys, — 

'T is written, since fighting begun, 
That sometimes we fight and we conquer, 

And sometimes we fight and we run. 

To fight and to run ^«j& qm^ laXft-.^^ 
Our fortune and iam^i V^d d«^«s\sA\ 
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"^^d 80 perished Louis the Great, — 
,^ Old, lonely, and half broken-hearted. 
'^^is coffin they pelted with mud, 

His body they tried to lay hands on; 
^-^nd so having buried King Louis 

They loyally served his great-grandson. 

^od save the beloved King Louis! 

(For so he was nicknamed by some,) 
^And now came my father to do his 

King's orders and beat on the drum. 
My grandsire was dead, but his bones 

Must have shaken I 'm certain for joy. 
To see daddy drumming the English 
From the meadows of famed Fontenoy. 

So well did he drum in that battle 

That the enemy showed us their backs; 
Corbleu! it was pleasant to rattle 

The sticks and to follow old Saxe! 
We next had Soubin for a leader. 

And as luck hath its changes and fits. 
At Bossbach, in spite of Dad*s drumming, 

'T i& said we were beaten by Fritz. 

And now Daddy crossed the Atlantic, 

To drum for Montcalm and his men; 
Morbleul but it makes a man frantic, 

To think we were beaten again! 
My daddy he crossed the wide ocean. 

My mother brought me on her neck, 
And we came in the year fifty-seven 

To guard the good town oi Q.w^\i^(i. 
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In the year fiftj-nin^ came the. Britons, — 

Foil well I remember the day, — 
They knocked at our gates for admittance, 

Their yessels were moored in our baj. 
Says our general, ^Driye me yon red-coats 

Away to the sea whence they come!' 
So we marched against Wolfe and his bull-dogi 

We marched at the sound of the drum. . 

I thMk I can see my poor mammy 

With me in her hand as she waits, 
And our regiment, slowly retreating. 

Pours back throu^ the citadel gates. . 
Dear mammy! she looks in their faces, 

And asks if her husband is come?, 
— He is lying all cold on the glacis, 

And wiU never more beat on the drum. 

Come, drink, 't is no use to be glum, boys. 

He died like a soldier — in glory; 
Here 's a glass to the health of all drum-boys. 

And now I 'U commence my own story. 
Once more did we cross the salt ocean, 

We came in the year eighty- one; 
And the wrongs of my father the drummer 

Were avenged by the drummer his son. 

In Chesapeak-bay we were landed, 
In vain strove the British to pass; 

Bochambeau our armies commanded. 
Our ships they were led by De Grasse. 

Morbleu! how I rattled the drumsticks 
The day we mardcLe^ *m\.o Xcy^ \.^^\i\ 
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Ten thousand of beef-eating British 
Their weapons we caused to lay down. 

Then homewards returning victorious. 

In peace to our country we came, 
And were thanked for our glorious actions 

By Louis Sixteenth of the name. 
AVhat drummer on earth could be prouder 

Than I, while I drummed at Versailles 
To the lovely court ladies in powder. 

And lappets, and long satin- tails? 

The Princes that day passed before us. 

Our countrymen's glory and hope; 
Monsieur, who was learned in Horace, 

D'Artois, who could dance the tight-rope. 
One night we kept guard for the Queen 

At her Majesty's opera-box. 
While the King, that majestical monarch. 

Sat filing at home at his locks. 

Tes, I drummed for the fair Antoinette, 

And so smiling she looked and so tender. 
That our officers, privates, and drummers, 

AJl vowed they would die to defend her. 
But she. cared not for us honest fellows. 

Who fought and who bled in her wars. 
She sneered at our gallant Eochambeau, 

Ajid turned Lafayette out of doors. 

Ventrebleu! then I swore a great oath. 

No more to such tyrants to kneel, 
And. so just to keep up my drumming. 

One day I drummed dowcL tiie Ba«>\\S\ft\ 
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B etonp of fresh wine, 

Come ccimradea a bumper well try, 

Anil drink to tlie year eight-nine 
And lie glorious fourth of Jiily! 

Then bravely our cannon it thundered. 

As onwards our patriots bore. 
Our enemies were but a hundred, 

And we twei ausi I or more. 

They carried the news t. flng liOuis, 

He heard it as calm ub you pleaae, 
And like a mnjestical monarch, 

Kept hliog his loc^s and his keya. 

We showed our republican courage, 

We stormed and we broke the great gate in, 
And we murdered the insolent governor 

For daring to keep tis a waiting. 
Lambcsc and liis squadrons stood by. 

They aever gtlrnd £ag«f or tbiUbb, 
The saucy aristocrats trembled 

As they heard the republican dnitt. 

Hurrah I what a etonn was a brewing, 

The day of our vrageance was ooma, 
Through ioenes of what carnage aild nun 

Did I beat on the patriot dmm. 
Let 's drink to the fanud tenth of AugHst, 

At midnight I beat tbe tattoo, 
And woke up the pikemen of Paris, • 

To follow the bold Barbaronx. 

With pikeg, and tnttv ebcnj^a., ami ^KOi. tordits, 
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And we giH; the tall caetle of Lewis, 

A milHon of tatterdemalions! 
We stormed the fair gardens where towered 

The walls of his heritage splendid, 
Ah, shame on him, craven and coward. 

That had not the heart to defend it. 

With the crown of his sires on his head, 

His nobles and knights by his side, 
At the foot of his ancestor's palace 

'Twere easj, methinks, to have died. 
Bat no; when we burst through his barriers, 

'Mid heaps of the dying and dead 9 
In vain through the chambers we sought him, 

He had turned like a craven and fled. 
« « « « « 

You all know the Place de la Concorde, 

'Tis hard by the Tuilerie wall; 
'Mid terraces, fountains, and statues. 

There rises an obelisk tall. 
There rises an obelisk tall. 

All garnished and gilded the base is, 
* Tis surely the gayest of all 

Qur beautiful cit)r's gay places. 

Around it are gard^is and flowers. 

And the cities of France on their thrones. 
Each crown'd with his circlet of flowers. 

Sits watdiing this biggest of stones! 
I love to go sit in the sun there. 

The flowers and fountains to see. 
And to think of the deeds that were done there. 

In the glorious year ninety-tYa^^, 
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'T was here stood the altaa- of freedom, 

And though neither marble nor gilding 
Were used in those days to adorn 

Our simple republican building, 
Corhleu! but the mbue guillotine, 

Cared litUe for splendour or show, 
So you gave her an Bse and a beam, 

And a plank and a basket or so. 

Awtul, and proud, and erect, 

Here sate our repnblican goddess; 
Eafli morning her table we decked 

With dainty aristocrats' bodies. 
The people each day floeked around, 

As she sate at her meat and her wine;. 
'T was always the use of our nation 

To witness Ihc sovereign dine. 

Young virgins with fair golden tresses. 

Old silver-haired prelates and priests; 
Dukes, Marquises, Barons, Princesses, 

Were splendidly served at her feasts. 
Ventrebleu! but we pampered our ogress 

With the best that our nation could bring, 
And dainty she grew in her progress. 

And called for the head of a King! 

She called tor the blood of our King, 

And straight from his prison we drew him;. 

And to her with shouting we led hirn. 

And took him, and bound him, and slew hira 

"The.monarchB <A Ehto^« a.^'aiaat me 
Have plotted a. goSXeaa afflwat*-. 
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1 fing them the head of King Louis," 
She said, "as my gage of defiance." 

see him as now, for a moment, 

Away from his gaolers he broke; 

nd stood at the foot of the scaffold, 

And lingered, and fain would have spoke. 

5o, drummer! quick! silence yon Capet," 

Says Santerre, "with a beat of your drum;" 

18% then did I tap it. 

And the son of Saint Louis was dumb. 
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PART II. 

The glorious days of September 

Saw manj aristocrats fall; 
'Twas then that our pikes drunk the blood, 

In the beautiful breast of Lamballe. 
Pardi, 'twas a beautiful lady! 

I seldom have looked on her like; 
And I drummed for a gallant procession, 

That marched with her head on a pike. 

Let's show the pale head to the Queen, 

We said — she '11 remember it well; 
She looked from the bars of her prison, 

And shrieked as she saw it, and fell. 
We set up a shout at her screaming, 

We laughed at the fright she had shown 
At the sight of the head of her minion; 

How she'd tremble to part with her own! 

We had taken the head of King Capet, 

We called for the blood of his wife; 
Undaunted she came to the scaffold. 

And bared her fair neck to the knife. 
As she felt the foul fingers that touched her. 

She shrunk, but she deigned not to speak, 
She looked with a to-^bX dxsdsitv.^ 

And died witli a \A\ia\i ou V«t ^^'^^ 
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7^88 thus that our country was saved; 

So told us the safety committee! 
^tit psha! I've the heart of a Frenchman, 

All gentleness, mercy, and pity. 
^ loathed to assist at such deeds. 

And my drum heat its loudest of tunes 
AjB we offered to justice offended 

The hlood of the bloody tribunes. 

-A.way with such foul recollections! • 

No more of the axe and the block; 
-1 saw the last fight of the sections. 

As they fell 'neath our guns at Saint Bock. 
Yotmg BoKAPABTE led us that day; 

When he sought the Italian frontier, 
^ followed my gallant young captain, 

I followed him many a long year. 

W"e came to an army in rags. 

Our general was but a boy, 
^hen we first saw the Austrian flags 

Flaunt proud in the fields of Savoy. 
In the glorious year ninety-six. 

We marched to the banks of the Po; 
I carried my drum and my sticks. 

And we laid the proud Austrian low. 

In triumph we entered Milan, 

We seized on the Mantuan keys; 
The troops of the £mperor ran. 

And the Pope he fell down on his knees." — 
Pierre's comrades here called a fresh bottle, 
And clubbing together their wealfti, 
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They drank, the Army of Italy, 
And General Bonaparte's health. 

The drummer now bared his old breast, 

And showed us a plenty of scars, 
Kude presents that Fortune had made him, 

In fifty victorious wars. 
" This came when I followed bold Kleber — 

'Twas shot by a Mameluke gun; 
And this from an Austrian sabre, 

When the field of Marengo was won! 

"My forehead has many deep furrows. 

But this is the deepest of all; 
A Brunswicker made it at Jena, 

Beside the fair river of Saal. 
This cross, 'twas the Emperor gave it; 

(God bless him!) it covers a blow; 
I had it at Austerlitz fight, 

As I beat on my drum in the snow. 

"'Twas thus that we conquered and fought; 

But wherefore continue the story? 
There 's never a baby in France 

But has heard of our chief and our glory, 
But has heard of our chief and our fame. 

His sorrows and triumphs can tell, 
How bravely Napoleon conquered, 

How bravely and sadly he fell. 

"It makes my old heart to beat higher, 

To think of the deeds that I saw; 
I followed bold ^ey lYiToxi^ V\\^ ^^^., 
And charged at t\ie side ol 1\x\t^v?^ 
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did old Peter continue 
toiy of twenty brave years; 
ience foUowed with comments — 
; comments of curses and tears. 

i how the Prussians in vain 
. died in defence of their land; 
idience laughed at the story, 
d vowed that their captain was grand! 
ad fought the red English, he said, 
many a battle of Spain; 
' cursed the red English, and prayed 
meet them and fight them again. 

told them how Russia was lost, 
hd winter not driven them back; 
d his company cursed the quick frost, 
A-nd doubly they cursed the Cossack. 
' told how the stranger arrived; 
Xhey wept at the tale of disgrace; 
d they longed but for one battle more, 
The stain of their shame to efface! 

ur country their hordes overran, 
Ve fled to the fields of Champagne, 
1 fought them, though twenty to one, 
Lnd beat them again and again! 
• warrior was conquered at last; 
'hey bade him his crown to resign; 
fate and his country he yielded 
.'he rights of himself and his line. 

i came, and among us he stood, 
round him we pressed in a t\iTOii%, 
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We could not regard him for weeping, 
Who had led us and loved na so long. 

'I have led you for twenty long years/ 
Napoleon said ere he went; 

'Wherever was honour I found you, 
And with you, my sons, am content. 



'Though Europe against me was armed. 
Your chiefs and my people are true; 

I still might have strug^ed with fortune, 
And baffled all Europe with you. 

'But France would have suffered the while, 

'T is best that I suffer alotie; 
I go to my place of exile, 

To write of the deeds we have done. 

'Be true to the king that they give you. 
We may not embrace ere we part; 

But, General, reach me your hand. 
And press me, I pray, to your heart.' 



"He called for our old battle standard; 

One kiss to the eagle he gave. 
'Dear eagle!' he said, 'may this kiss 

Long sound in the hearts of the brave!' 
'T was thus that Napoleon left us; 

Our people were weeping and mute. 
As he passed through the lines of his guard, 

And our drums be^ lli^ iiotes of salute. 
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Y ^^ked when the drumming was o'er, 
Y^ ^^oked, but our hero was gone; 

,. ^ere destined to see him once more, 
fp. ^en we fought on the Mount of St. John. 

^^ Emperor rode through our files; 

'T was June, and a fair Sunday mora; 
^^e lines of our warriors for miles 

Stretched wide through the Waterloo corn. 

^7n thousands we stood on the plain, 

The red coats were crowning the height; 
'Gro scatter yon English,' he said; 

'We '11 sup, lads, at Brussels to-night.' 
We answered his voice with a shout; 

Our eagles were bright in the sun; 
Our drums and our cannon spoke out. 

And the thundering battle begun. 

*'One charge to another succeeds, 

Likai waves that a hurricane bears; 
All day do our galloping steeds 

Dash fierce on the enemy's squares. 
At noon we began the fell onset: 

We charged up the Englishman's hill; 
And madly we charged it at sunset — 

His banners were fioating there still. 

" — Go to! I will tell you no more; 

You know how the battle was lost. 
Ho! fetch me a beaker of wine, 

And, comrades, I 'U give you a toast. 
I '11 give you a curse on all traitors, 

Who plotted our Emperor's ruin; 

Thackeray. VUl. ^\ 
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And u Giirne un those red-cotttod Engljeh, 
Wliose bajooets helped our undoiDg. 



"A curse on those British a 

Who ordered the slaughter of Ney; 
A curse on Sir Hudson, who tortured 

The U/e o! our hero away. 
A I'ltrse on all Russians — I hate them — 

On nil Prussian and Austrian fry; 
And, ! but I pray we may meet them. 

And fight them again ere I die." 
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Twas thus old Peter did conclude 
His chronicle with curses fit. 

He spoke the tale in accents rude, 
In ruder verse I copied it. 

I*erhaps the tale a moral bears, 
(All tales in time to this must come,) 

The story of two hundred years 
Writ on the parchment of a drum. 

'^hat Peter told with drum and stick, 

Is endless theme for poet's pen: 
*s found in endless quartos thick. 
Enormous books by learned men. 

A.nd ever since historian writ, 

And ever since a bard could sing, 

I^oth each exalt with all his wit. 
The noble art of murdering. 

A?Ve love to read the glorious page, 
How bold Achilles killed his foe: 

And Tumus fell'd by Trojans' rage, 
Went howling to the shades below. 

How Godfrey led his red-cross knights, 
How mad Orlando slashed and slew \ 
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There's not a single bard that writes, 
But doth the glorious theme renew. 

And while in fashion picturesque, 
The poet rhymes of blood and blows, 

The grave historism, at his desk. 
Describes the same in classic prose. 

Go read the works of Reverend Cox, 

You '11 duly see recorded there 
The history of the self-same knocks 

Here roughly sung by Drummer Pierre. 

Of battles fierce and warriors big. 
He writes in phrases dull and slow. 

And waves his cauliflower wig. 

And shouts " Saint George for Marlborow - 

Take Doctor Southey from the shelf. 

An LL.D., — a peaceful man: 
Good Lord, how doth he plume himself, 

Because we beat the Corsican! 

From first to last his page is filled 

With stirring tales how blows were struck. 

He shows how we the Frenchmen killed, 
And praises God for our good luck. 

Some hints, 'tis true, of politics 

The doctors give and statesman's art: 

Pierre only bangs his drum and sticks. 
And undexstaiv^Vs \\\^ Wq^^-^ ^«:t\.. 



THE CHBONICLE OF THE DRUM. 325 

^^ cares not what the cause may be, 

Ke is not nice for wrong and right; 
*^"*:i.t show him where *s the enemy, 
He only asks to drum and fight. 

^tey bid him fight, — perhaps he wins. 

And when he tells the story o'er. 
The honest savage brags and grins, 

And only longs to fight once more. 

^ut luck may change, and valour fail. 
Our drummer, Peter, meet reverse, 
And with a moral points his tale — 
The end of all such tales — a curse. 
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Last year, my love, it was my hap 

Behind a grenadier to be, 
And, but he wore a hairy cap, 

No taller man, methinks, than me. 

Prince Albert and the Queen, God wot, 
(Be blessings on the glorious pair!) 

Before us passed, I saw them not, 
I only saw a cap of hair. 

Your orthodox historian puts 

In foremost rank the soldier thus. 

The red-coat bully in his boots. 

That hides the march of men from us. 

He puts him there in foremost rank. 
You wonder at his cap of hair; 

You hear his sabre's cursed clank. 
His spurs a jingling everywhere. 

Go to! I hate him and his trade: 
Who bade us so to cringe and bend. 

And all God's peaceful people made 
To such as him subservient! 
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Tell me what find we to admire 

In epaulets and scarlet coats, 
In men, because they load and fire, 

And know the art of cutting throats? 

■Jit ^!v T^ ^^ "^P 

Ah, gentle, tender lady mine. 

The winter wind blows cold and shrill, 

Come, fill me one more glass of wine. 
And give the silly fools their will. 

And what care we for war and wrack. 

How kings and heroes rise and fall; 
Look yonder, in his coffin black, 

There lies the greatest of them all! 

To pluck him down, and keep him up, 

Died many million human souls: 
'T is twelve o'clock, and time to sup, 

Bid Mary heap the fire with coals. 

He captured many thousand guns; 

He wrote "The Great" before his name; 
And dying, only left his sons 'J 

The recollection of his ahame. 

Though more than half the world was his, 

He died without a rood his own; 
And borrowed from his enemies 

Six foot of ground to lie upon. 
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lie fought a thousand glorious \v^ars. 
And more than half the world was his. 

And somewhere, now, in yonder stars. 
Can tell, mayhap, what greatness is. 



t\ivij( lift JiiNHnr!/. 



THE END. 
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